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THE OLD FLAME 


CHAPTER I 
A JUDICIOUS SEPARATION 


ALF-WAY through the second hymn I caught 
sight of Phyllis Fair. Phyllis Fair was looking 


bewitching at the lower end of a shaft of sun- 
light from the south window (at the other end was 
the Angel Gabriel). The Angel Gabriel looked holy 
but unsociable; Phyllis looked charming but not 
holy. She was not singing. She wore a little toque. 
Phyllis is fairly tall, and very slender, and she has 
greeny-brown eyes which twinkle at a man and slay 
him. Her hair is old gold, It is neither bobbed nor 
shingled, nor barnacled, nor ribbed, but grows as God 
intended. But on either side two clusters of it trespass 
on to her cheeks; and there, I swear, they are reflected. 
She had her mother on one side, and a young man 
on the other. She always has a young man on one 
side, and, when she is in church, she very often has 
her mother on the other. She caught my eye. She 
smiled. I bowed. She raised her eyes to heaven, 
and slightly depressed the corners of her mouth, a 
horrid thing to do at matins. She then yawned. I 
placed my hand on my heart and continued to sing 
with genuine fervour 


That such a small affliction 
Should win so great a prize! 
I I 
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Phyllis Fair continued to catch my eye for a verse 
or two, and it may be that I continued to sing 


That such a small affliction 
Should win so great a prize ! 


At any rate, I found people looking hard at me, as 
people do at those who sing in church. I also 
found my dear wife Angela looking hard at Phyllis 
Fair. 

And when we knelt down she whispered in one of 
her cold voices (she has three), ‘“‘ So that’s why you were 
so anxious to come to church ? ”’ 

I replied, ‘‘ No, it wasn’t. What do you mean? ” 

She said, ‘“ You know what I mean.” 

I said, “ Yes.” And I added casually, “I see 
Major Trevor in the north transept.” 

(It’s no good telling me that decent married 
people don’t go on like this during the Litany— 
they do.) 

Angela has a ridiculous habit of blushing; still 
more ridiculous, she is ashamed of it. I like it. 
When I said that I saw Major Trevor in the north 
transept, Angela blushed, and began praying. 

I turned my eyes towards Major Trevor; for 
Phyllis was praying too. And the Major quickly 
looked the other way. 

There is a well-established theory that I am not a 
jealous man. Nor am I. None the less, it baffles 
me to see what a decent, intelligent woman can see 
in a man like the Major. Well-groomed, I know; 
but so are race-horses, Well set-up, yes; but so is 
a policeman. A V.C.; but I too have a certain 
courage, both physical and moral—chiefly moral. 

The truth is, the man is passtonate. And he is 
heroic. The last time he invited Angela to run away 
with him, he said things which would have brought 
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the Lyceum down in ruins on the auditorium. 
And the best of women like a change, now and 
then. 

And, I must admit, the man amuses me. 

We found the Major talking to the Fair party in 
the churchyard. 

“ Darling!’ said Angela, as she kissed Phyllis. 

“ How sweet you look!” said Phyllis, as she kissed 
Angela. ‘‘ My dear, where did you get that duck of 
a hat? Rachel Slade has one just like it.” 

“No doubt, by this time,’ said Angela, coolly. 
“Tve worn this a fortnight. Well, Major, I didn’t 
know you ever went to church.” 

“T don’t,” said the idiot, with a gallant bow; 
and seeing that Angela was about to blush, I turned, 
in sheer compassion, to Phyllis and the new young 
man. 

“Good morning, John,” said Phyllis. (I don’t 
know why she calls me John; it is not my name, 
and I am not that sort of man.) ‘“‘ Good morning, 
John. Do you know Mr. Gordon Smith ? ” 

“No,’ I murmured. “I thought I knew them all. 
How do you do, Mr. Smith ? ”’ 

“How do you do? ”’ said Mr. Smith. ‘“ I’ve heard 
so much about you. 

‘Then please don’t repeat it,’ I said. “It’s not 
true.” 

Mr. Smith shook hands shyly, and melted into the 
background in a very proper manner. 

“IT want you to like him,” said Phyllis. ‘ And 
you've frightened him away.” 

“T hardly looked at him.” 

“Exactly,” said Phyllis. ‘‘ He’s nice,” she added. 

“Then I don’t like him.’’ I took a good look at 
the young man, who was undoubtedly nice, very 
young, very clean-shaven, very smooth-skinned and 
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brown. ‘‘ No, I don’t like him at all. Well, well, I 
hope he'll be very happy.” 

“Not me?” said Phyllis, with stk she thinks is 
a pout. 

“It’s not necessary to hope that.” 

“TI don’t know. I felt quite sad in church.”’ 

‘So did I,” I said. ‘It was the second hymn 
upset me.” 

‘“ The second hymn ? ”’ 

‘The one about the small affliction and the great 
prize.” 

‘IT don’t remember that,” said Phyllis. 

“'T don’t think you sang it.” 

“Ah!” said Phyllis, with a faint flush. ‘‘ You 
should keep your eyes from picking and stealing, Mr. 
Moon.” 

“In church, Miss Fair? I don’t remember——’” 

““ Now, Mr. Moon. I ought to tell you that I’m 
very nearly engaged.”’ 

“’m not surprised,” I said. ‘‘ You were very 
nearly married once.” 

‘“‘ Twice,’ said Phyllis, softly. 

“IT don’t count the other one. Never did.” 

“Which do you mean by the other one?” 

“Poor Stephen,” I sighed. ‘‘He never suited 
you.” 

‘“T never saw,” said Phyllis, lightly, “‘ much differ- 
ence between them. Come along, Gordon; we 
mustn't be late for lunch. I’m sorry you can’t lunch 
with us, Mr. Moon.” 

“T can,’ I said, “if I’m asked.” 

“There isn’t enough for another,’ said Phyllis, 
with a little laugh—a little self-conscious laugh, I 
thought. 

“T don’t want much,” I said. “ But I like watch- 
ing. You see, I’ve lunched already, in a manner 
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of speaking. Just a course or two—the hors 
@ ceuvres.”’ 

Mr. Smith regarded me with round brown eyes. 

“Don’t look so stupefied, Gordon,” said Phyllis. 
“Mr. Moon’s an author; and they never know what 
they’re saying.”’ 

“But we generally know what other eine: are 
doing,’ I remarked. ‘‘ Good-bye, Mr. Smith. I hope 
you ll be happy, I’m sure.” 

“What does he mean now?’ The young man 
gurgled. 

“Good-bye, John,” said Phyllis. ‘‘ You ought to 
be ashamed of yourself.”’ 

“Well, some people don’t like lunch—and have 
it thrown at them. And some people don’t appre- 
ciate a good lunch when they see it. And some 
people—— ”’ 

But they had gone. 

The Major likes lunch, of course. 

“ Well, good-bye, Major,” I said, cheerfully, 

He said, “Ha! Your wife very kindly said some- 
thing about a spot of lunch. Pot-luck. Ha!”’ 

It is a curious thing; Major Trevor has eaten many 
elaborate meals at my house, but neither Angela nor 
I have ever invited him to anything but a “ spot of 
lunch,” and he has never accepted anything but 
“ pot-luck.”” We never ask anyone else to have a 
“spot of lunch’’; I cannot think where we picked 
up the horrid phrase. But the Major is one of those 
Englishmen to whom one feels it is impossible to 
speak the King’s English. 

‘ First-rate,’ I said. (‘‘ First-rate!’’) ‘‘ There’s 
enough, I suppose, Angela ? ”’ 

“Qh, plenty !’’ said Angela, brightly. 

“Hal I don’t want anything,’ said the Major. 
(I wish these military men would not explode so.) 
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“ Pot-luck, you know. Bread and cheese. Do me 
fine.” 

‘“‘ There’s no cheese, I know,’ I said. ‘“ Have we 
any bread, my dear? ”’ 

‘Plenty,’ said Angela, less brightly. 

“Then that’s all right. It’s all right about the 
servants, I suppose ?”’ I went on, anxiously. 

“ Of course it’s all right,” said Angela, tapping her 
foot on the ground. 

‘* Don’t let me be a nuisance, old fellow,’ said the 
Major. 

“Certainly not, old man. No, I only thought it 
was Mary’s day out, and as a rule my wife doesn’t 
like to give her too much washing-up on her day out. 
But I suppose it’s her day in to-day, Angela ? ”’ 

“No,” said Angela, shortly. ‘‘ But one makes no 
difference.” ; 

“Not if he’s only going to eat bread, of course,” 
I said, cheerily. ‘‘ Well, that’s all right, old fellow. 
Let’s get along then.” 

We got along. 

During lunch the Major behaved in a very ridiculous 
fashion. Mind you, I like the fellow, and I suppose 
that a V.C. has a certain duty to be gallant; but, in 
my opinion, an excess of gallantry in the guest of a 
married couple is very bad manners. When Angela 
was called to the telephone during the meal I con- 
sider it was bad manners on the Major’s part to leap 
to his feet and ostentatiously open the door for her. 
Angela is very well able to open a door for herself ; 
she has had years of training in opening doors for 
herself—five years. But I could see that she enjoyed 
it. Then why must he keep on passing her things? 
It must have been evident to him, as it was to me, 
that Angela had everything she could possibly desire 
—meat, vegetables, sauce, bread, water, and condi- 
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ments. But he kept on passing her things. And I 
could see that Angela enjoyed it. When he had 
offered her everything on the table, and most of the 
things twice, he rose and fetched the sauce-cruet from 
the sideboard. 

“Worcester sauce, Mrs. Moon ?”’ he said, charm- 
BMY. 

I happen to know that Angela loathes Worcester 
sauce, and I have long ago ceased to offer her Worcester 
sauce. I don’t offer her mustard, for the same reason. 

“Thank you, Major,” said Angela, with a grateful 
look, and she poured a pi amide on her potato. 

These women ! 

The Major sat down, with the satisfied air of a 
man who has brought a ray of happiness into the life 
of a neglected woman. And Angela looked very 
much the same. 

“Won't you have a little mustard, my dear?” I 
said, solicitously, passing the pot. 

_ “No, thank you, dear,” said Angela, sweetly, push- 
ing it away. ‘“‘ You know I don’t like mustard.” 

Meanwhile, the Major ate a great deal. 

A little later he said, ‘“‘ I hope you'll give us a little 
music afterwards, Mrs. Moon ? ”’ 

“ Afraid not,’ said Angela, sighing. “I don’t 
play nowadays. I’ve scarcely touched a piano 
these last few years—since I was married,’ she 
concluded. 

“ Pity,” said the Major, warmly. ‘‘ Let me get 
you another spot of beef,’’ and he rushed to the side- 
board. ‘Oh, but you ought to keep up your music,” 
he went on, carving busily. 

“You won’t persuade her, Major,” I said, ‘“‘ Not 
now she’s married. Nothing kills a woman’s music 
like marriage. You remember that, Major, if you 
ever have a musical daughter. What was it you were 
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trying to practise yesterday, Angela? One of the old 
things, wasn’t it ?”’ 

“IT was strumming,” said Angela. 

‘“Strumming?’”’ I protested. ‘‘I remember you 
playing me that piece when we were engaged, my dear 
—hour after hour. I loved it. I’m afraid she won't 
play it to you, Major.” 

“Do, now,” said the Major, returning with a heap 
of beef. ‘“‘ I’m not musical, you know,” as if the 
whole world suspected him of music, 

Qh, well, if the Major’s not particular,” said 
Angela, “ perhaps I might.” 

“Ah!” said I. ‘‘ Won't you have a little mustard 

now, my dear? ”’ 


“ Pretty girl, that Miss Fair,’”’ said the Major, after 
a pause. 

“Yes,” said Angela, without passion. ‘She’s a 
very old friend of Robin’s”’ (for that is my real name, 
and not John). 

‘You don’t like her?’ sald the Major, in his 
delicate way. . 

‘““She’s nice,’ said Angela, judicially, “ But I 
don’t feel there’s anything im her. Do you?” 

This phrase does not occur in books and melo- 
dramas, but it is, in fact, the most awful thing that 
one woman can say of another, 

‘A deep one, I should say,” the Major ventured. 

‘TI shouldn’t wonder,’ said Angela, darkly. 

Since Angela and I became man and wife I have 
never yet liked any lady who was not both wholly 
Jacking in anything “in her,’ and at the same time 
desperately deep. In fact, every nice young lady of 
my acquaintance is, as far as I can judge, an unfathom- 
able pit, both shallow and deep, stuffed with wicked 
designs, and absolutely empty. 
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“ T think, perhaps, you had better play to us now,” 
I said, “‘ that thing you used to play when we were 
engaged, my dear. The Major will like that.” 

Angela played very charmingly for about an hour, 
and the Major let his cigar go out. About four he 
went away. 

“Promised to take a dish of tea at Hampstead,” 
he explained. 

“ Pot-luck, I suppose ?’”’ I said. 


At about 4.15 Angela developed one of her sighing 
fits. 

‘‘T wish we could find some nice girl for Bim,” 
she said at last (that is the creature's preposterous 
name—Major Bim Trevor). 

“ Why a nice girl ?’’ I said. 

‘He'd make such a good husband. He’s so con- 
siderate.”’ 

“ He isn’t a husband.” 

“ Everybody isn’t like you,’”’ said Angela. 

‘Who is?’ I said, humbly. “I’m like nobody 
on earth, I know, Wasn’t that why you married 
me 27: 

“No,” said Angela, warmly. “I thought you 
were a normal human being, instead of—instead 
of——’’ And, finding no words, she threatened a 
tear. 

‘“ You said at the time, I remember,” I said, reflec- 
tively, “that I was so different from everybody 
else.”’ ; 

“You're certainly the oddest man I ever knew,” 
said Angela, forgetting about crying. 

Well, well. How would Phyllis do for the Major ? 
She’s got nothing in her, and he has everything. 
What a match! ”’ 

‘How your mind runs on that girl! ”’ 


» 
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‘“ Another of my oddities. My friends used to say 
it was odd I never married; but when I married it 
was odder still; then you used to say it was odd I 
would never take any notice of the nice young women 
you had to the house, and now it’s odd if I look at 
one.” 

“Well, it ¢s odd. You never used to. I haven’t 
forgotten that Burberry girl.”’ 

“‘T have. Who was she? ” 

“The yellow-haired one.” 

“ Her name was Marbury. And her hair was pure 
gold.”’ 

“Oh, yes!” sniffed Angela. ‘ Like Phyllis’s.” 

“ Nothing like Phyllis’s. How your mind runs on 
that girl!” 

“Not at all,” said Angela, haughtily. “ But I 
know one thing—if it had been Phyllis called to the 
‘phone you'd have opened the door for her.” 

‘“‘T know another thing. If it had been Phyllis the 
Major wouldn’t have opened the door.” 

“Yes, he would.” 

“ Very well, my dear. You're right, of course.” 

“It’s no good,’ said Angela, “ You’ve never 
looked after me properly, not even ’’—and producing 
a handkerchief the size of a stamp she prepared to 
staunch the threatening tear—‘ not even on my— 
my h—h—honeymoon.” 

A tear fell. : 

““'You’ve never been reasonable,” I replied—“ not 
even on my honeymoon. J haven't forgotten how you 
sulked from Friday to Tuesday at Caddenabia.”’ 

(I am sorry; but this is how one does talk, now 
and then.) 

“Oh, oh !—how can you?” said Angela. All the 
tears fell; and I melted. 

“Tam sorry,” I said. ‘ Tll go and pack.” 
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About once in every two years Angela and I, like 
other couples, arrive at a stage when a month’s 
separation would clearly be the best thing for us. 
Unlike the others, we take it. Angela calls it the 
“ Rest-Cure.”’ I call it the ‘‘ Holiday Moon.’”’ When 
the moment comes we never want to take it. But 
this, we know, is weakness, and we have sworn to 
resist it ; and a long time ago we made certain definite 
rules to fortify us. One of these rules is that when 
Angela goes back to what I did on her honeymoon 
(to this day I have never discovered what it was) 
the moment is approaching; and if on the same day 
I go back to the “‘ Great Sulk ’’ the moment has come. 
The rule then is Instant Action. 

However, it zs hard. 

“Yes,” said Angela, through her tears, “‘ you’re 
quite right. Go on.” 

“No, no,” said I, preparing to take the creature 
in my arms. “ Let’s try again. I was horrid.” 

“It’s no good,” said she, pushing me away. ‘“ You 
know the rules. It will only be the same thing 
to-morrow. Go on,” she said. ‘I was a beast,” 
and she wept again. 

I went and packed, miserable. 

When I came down Angela was busy with a Brad- 
shaw, miserable. 

“Where will you go? ”’ I said. 

‘“‘T shall go to Margaret’s,”’ said Angela, sadly. 

“‘T shall go to the club,” I said, dismally. ‘‘ There’s 
my taxi. Good-bye, my dear,’ and we embraced 
very tenderly. 

“Oh, Robin, must we ?”’ said Angela, clinging. 

I wavered. ‘No,’ I said. And then I remem- 
bered that it is the duty of the man to be strong. 
“Yes,” I said, “ we’ve got to go through with it. 
Good-bye, my darling.”’ 
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“ Good-bye, my pet.” 

‘Tl send on your washing,” said Angela. 

“ T’ll send you a cheque,” said I. 

‘Take care of yourself,’ we both said, tenderly. 
‘“ The taxi’s waiting,’ said Elizabeth. 


CHAPTER II 


THICK OR CLEAR? 


\ I have already hinted, my dear wife Angela 


and I, being a man and woman of the human 

race, arrive now and then at a stage in our 
relations when we feel that if we live together a 
moment longer we shall scream. But being unusually 
sensible members of the human race we do not scream ; 
neither do we elope to Italy with others: we do not 
even throw things about. But we make a judicious 
separation of a month and take a holiday from each 
other. This does not happen often. In five years 
of matrimony this was only our third Holiday 
Moon; and many more orthodox couples are married, 
divorced, and re-married twice over in the same 
period. The rules are simple but severe. The statu- 
tory period is a month (to be extended to two on 
either party desiring it—in writing; but I may say 
that there has never yet been a two-monthly Moon) ; 
and once the Moon is embarked upon no weakening 
is allowed. However much we may long to be re- 
united after the first week, the Moon must be com- 
pleted ; this is of the essence of the cure. 

On the same principle neither of us is allowed to 
live at home. Angela goes to friends and sisters and 
soon; I goto the club. If we happen to meet, we 
meet, so far as possible, as strangers. To make this 
easier Angela reverts to her stage name (for I have 
to confess that Angela was, and sometimes is still, 
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an actress) ; and during a Moon I have once or twice 
been introduced to my wife, which is fun. As to > 
conduct, we expect each other to behave ourselves, 
within reasonable limits, and any action which may 
reasonably be regarded as an indiscretion must be 
reported at the close of the Moon. Most of our 
friends know about our system, and most of them 
regard us as mad. Perhaps we are. And perhaps we 
are the only sane couple in the Kingdom. 


As I say, I go to the club. And to the club I 
went, a melancholy man, the first evening of the 
third Holiday Moon. 

I loathe my club. I only go there as part of the 
tradition. The club is the traditional shrine of 
man’s independence, and every married man is sup- 
posed to fly to it, as to a haven, at the first oppor- 
tunity. In cold fact, I believe that every married 
man is as heartily bored by his club as I am. 

Still, it is the obvious place in which to make a 
fine gesture of independence, and I steeled myself 
to make the most of it. I dumped my luggage in 
the comfortable, horrible bachelor austerity of Bed- 
room No. 4, and looked out of the window. The 
window looks on to four chimneys, a slate roof, and 
an exceedingly high wall. 

“Good Lord!” I said. And then again, ‘ Good 
Lord !”’ 

But this would never do. 

“Freedom,” I whispered, manfully. ‘ Freedom ! 
Independence ! ”’ 

I went down to dinner. And I took a book with | 
me. For the real argument against marriage is that 
it cuts you off from reading at meals. 

I sat down at a nice corner table, propped my book 
against the water-jug, and began, I must say, to 
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feel free and independent. No one disturbed me, no 
one expected me to talk ; not even a waiter approached 
me. I read a chapter. 

Then I looked up and saw a fresh, clean-shaven 
young man hovering in my direction, as if uncertain 
whether it was safe to grin at me. He took the risk, 
and grinned. I recognized him then as the new 
young man I had met at church with Phyllis Fair— 
in all probability the man who was about to link his 
life with Phyllis Fair’s. I was interested. I am 
always interested in the men who are about to link 
their lives with Phyllis Fair’s, 

“Gordon Smith,” I said, shaking hands. 

“You don’t remember me,” he said, foolishly. 

“Then you're not Mr. Smith ? ” 

“Yes,” he said, grinning. 

“Then I do remember you.” 

“Yes,” he said. ‘“ But I thought perhaps you’d 
forgotten me.” 

(It is extraordinary the time and trouble the human 
race devotes to little conversations of this kind.) 

“ No,’ I said, “‘ I never forget Phyllis Fair’s friends. 
Phyllis does, sometimes,’ I added. ‘‘Come and 
dine.”’ 

“Oh, but aren’t you expecting somebody ? ” 

6¢ No.”’ 

“You're sure I shan’t be in the way ? ” 

“Not quite,’ I said, thinking of Phyllis. ‘‘ That’s 
what I want to find out. Sit down.” 

“You do say funny things,” said Mr. Smith, sitting 
down cautiously. 

“ That’s my profession. They don’t mean any- 
thing. You mustn’t mind me, I’m feeling very 
independent to-night.” 

“Thick or clear, Mr. Moon?” said Paragon, the 
head waiter. 


16 THE OLD FLAME 


I studied the menu. Artichoke soup—delicious ; 
and consommé du ctel—delicious. 

‘“ Both,” I said, grandly. 

“Certainly, sir,’ said Paragon, not moving a 
muscle. 

‘“‘ And I shall have both kinds of fish, no entrée, 
both savouries, and no sweet. A _ half-bottle of 
Burgundy, and a half-bottle of Sauterne. I wll be 
ives.’ 

“Certainly, sir,” said Paragon. ‘“‘ And which soup 
will you be taking first, Mr. Moon? ’”’ 

“The artichoke, Paragon; for that is a thing of 
solid worth, which I shall consume and enjoy. Then 
I shall find fault with it and wish I had had the thin 
first. But being no longer in a position to enjoy 
the thin (for no man can consume two soups, Paragon) 
I shall do no more than toy with it, as with an unattain- 
able dream. And since I shall not consume it, I shall 
always think of it as better than the thick, It 
will remain a dream. Soup, Paragon, is very like 
love.” ; 

“Yes, sir,” said Paragon, and went away. 

“Are you in love, Mr. Smith?” I continued, 
politely, 

“To tell you the truth——”’ Mr. Smith began, 
cautiously, 

“TI was hoping you’d tell me that.” 

“T believe I am,” he said, looking very hot. 

“Strange,” I said. “In my experience either a 
man is in love with Phyllis or he is not. She is that 
kind of girl. It ¢s Phyllis, I suppose? I’m sorry 
for you.” 

I was. Against my better judgment, I /4ked the 
young man; and I felt generously ready to give him 
good advice on the subject of marrying Phyllis; for 
that is a subject on which I so very nearly became 
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an authority. I fancied I knew what the poor young 
man was suffering. 

The young man nodded gloomily. 

‘‘ She’s one of them,” he said. 

I was shocked. 

“Do you mean to tell me,” I said, “ that you’re 
not certain? About Phyllis?” 

“About either of them,’”’ said the shameless boy. 
“ The fact is I wish you'd advise me, Mr. Moon. 
The fact is’’—he repeated earnestly—‘‘ the fact is, 
I believe I’m in love with two women. Is that possible? ’’ 
And, flushing, he buried his face in his soup. 

“ Really, my boy,’ I said, severely, ‘‘ you mustn’t 
say things of that kind. Not in the club. I never 
heard of such a thing.” 

Mr. Smith looked piteous. 

“T know,” he said, “it’s an awful thing to say. 
But—but—what you said about the two soups—I 
thought perhaps it might happen sometimes. I feel 
tm a brute.” | 

“Oh, well, it’s not quite as bad as that. There 


have been cases, I believe. . . . After all, there 
ave women who are very much alike. . . . But 
Dews. , ,... Really...” 


And, indeed, I felt much less generously disposed 
towards Mr. Smith. 

““She’s wonderful, I know,” sighed Mr. Smith. 
“ But I can’t make up my mind.”’ 
- “Who is the other, may I ask? This soup is 
capital.” 

“Jean Renton.” He sighed again. 

The puppy! Jean Renton is dark and beautiful, 
I know; she is also only half awake, To compare 
her with Phyllis. ... I decided that Mr. Smith had 
forfeited my sympathy. I decided also that I would 
teach him (painfully and slowly) to appreciate Phyllis, 

2 


18 THE OLD FLAME 


‘‘ Jean has more soul, you find ? ”’ I suggested. 

“Yes,” he said, looking away. “I couldn’t have 
expressed it myself; but, yes, that’s what it is, I 
suppose. She’s topping.”’ 

‘“ And such eyes ? ”’ 

“Yes,” he said, eagerly. ‘‘ Wonderful eyes.” 

‘One feels,’ I went on, as if searching for the 
exact phrase—‘‘ one feels that there’s something im 
her, doesn’t one ? ”’ 

“Yes,” he said," have 101 

‘‘ And in cold fact there’s nothing at all,” I thought 
—but I did not say this. 

‘Yes,’ said the boy, becoming bold. ‘ That’s 
what one feels about her—although she doesn’t say 
much.” 

‘‘ Having nothing to say,” I reflected. 

The waiter brought my second plate of soup. 

ki Phyllis, on the other hand,’ I went on, “ is lively 
enough 

“Oh, yes, she’s full of life.”’ 

“ And very pretty 

““ She’s topping.” 

‘““But somehow one doesn’t feel’’—and again I 
paused for the right phrase—‘‘one doesn’t feel 
that there’s so much im her—if you know what I 
mean.’’ 

‘“That’s what I mean, exactly,’ said the youth, 
solemnly. ‘‘ A bit—what’s the word ?—shallow.”’ 

The cub! 

“ My wife,” I did not say, “ considers that Phyllis 
is deep.”’ 

“ Those fair girls,” I did Say, a little meaninglessly, 

‘are very often the same.’ 

g All the same,’ said Mr. Smith, stoutly, “ she’s 
terribly pretty.” | 

“Terribly,” I agreed. ‘“‘ But, of course, it never 
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lasts. Not that fair type. It’s the old problem— 
Thick or Clear ? ”’ 

““ She’s an awfully good sort,’’ said he. 

The dog! ‘A good sort,” indeed ! 

“ That’s true,’ I said. ‘Still, one doesn’t marry 
“a good sort,’ does one? ”’ 

“No,” he sighed. “I don’t know what to do. 
What do you advise, Mr. Moon? ” 

‘‘ Must you decide immediately ? ” 

“Oh, well,” he said, “‘ I was twenty-four last week. 
I’m getting on, you know.” 

“Time you were getting off, you mean ? ”’ 

Mr. Smith giggled kindly. : 

“My advice is this, my boy,” I said. ‘‘ Take your 
time about it. Take—well, take a month, shall we 
say? And during that month don’t see too much 
of either of the ladies. Think about them as much 
as you like—think about them both—and see how 
you feel about them at a distance. Get them in 
perspective, so to speak; and then I fancy you'll see 
your way clear.”’ 

(Nothing is more satisfactory than to do a bad 
action which at the same time you know to be good. 
I felt a warm glow steal over me.) 

“T’m awfully grateful to you,” said the boy. ‘‘I 
believe you’re right—though, by gad, it will be hard.” 

And he clenched his beautiful teeth. 

‘I know,” I said, with sympathy. ‘I should say 
you were a very passionate man.” — 

“IT suppose I am,” he said, modestly, toying with 
his sole. 

“To be capable of passion,’ I answered, gravely, 
“is the great test of manhood. I have always envied 
those who——” | 

“Why,” said the young man, suddenly, “ you 
haven’t touched your second plate of soup! ”’ 
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“T’m afraid I never shall,’ I replied, as Paragon 
removed it. ‘‘I am incapable. All the same, I do 
appreciate it.”’ 

‘“‘T wish I knew what you meant,” said Mr. Smith. 

“T’m glad you don’t,” said I. 

As soon after dinner as was decent I left Mr. Smith 
in a profound study with a liqueur brandy in the 
smoking-room, and I rang up the house of Mrs. Fair, 
a very old friend of mine. 

A voice was heard like—like a very, very soft 
electric shock. 

“Ts that Miss Fair ? ’’ I said. 

“That depends,” said the voice, cautiously. 

“Is that you, Phyllis ?’”’ I said. 

“No, Mr. Moon,’ said the voice. ‘“‘It’s Miss 
Fair.” 

‘Are you doing anything to-morrow evening ? ”’ 
‘“ That depends, Mr. Moon.” 

“What does it depend on ?”’ 

‘““TIt depends who asks me, Mr. Moon.” 

“Suppose a gentleman asked you to dance with 
him.” 

‘“T’m supposing that. I thought of dancing with 
Mr. Smith.” 

‘““T’ve just been talking to him. He didn’t say 
anything about it.” 

“He doesn’t know yet,’ said Phyllis. 

“ Ah!’ T'said. ‘ How is your mother ? ”’ 

““She’s asleep—in an arm-chair.” 

“And what are you doing, Miss Fair ? ”’ 

“I thought, perhaps, Mr. Smith might call. He 
very often calls on Sundays. We play backgammon.” 

“Mr. Smith is asleep,’ I said—‘‘in an arm- 
chair.” 

“ How very rude! ”’ 

“ Hold on a moment,’ I said, and I skipped lightly 
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from the box, and peeped into the smoking-room ; 
for I have a conscience, like the rest of us. 

“Yes,” I said, returning to the box, ‘“‘ Mr. Smith is 
asleep—in the same arm-chair.”’ 

“ Extraordinary ! ”’ 

“T can’t understand it.” 

“I think you said you’d been talking to him, Mr. 
Moon.” 

There was a pause. 

“TI can play backgammon,” I said at last. 

There was no answer. 

“ Supposing a gentleman called——’”’ I began. 

There was no answer. 

In the smoking-room Mr. Smith still slept. The 


puppy ! 


“Don’t mind mother,” said Phyllis, a little later. 
“She doesn’t mean to snore. Or would you rather 
I woke her up? ”’ 

t. “ Don’t bother,” I said. ‘‘ Not on my account. 
Will you throw first, Phyllis ? ”’ 

“ Thank you, John.” 

“Why do you call me John ?”’ I said. 

“You're so respectable, Mr. Moon. I always 
think of a married man as John. Two sixes! Just 
my luck!” 

“Two ones,” said I. ‘“‘ Just mine!” 

The game continued. 

“Are you going to marry Mr. Smith?’ I said, 
politely, at the third throw. 

“Mother snores like this every evening,’ said 
Phyllis, irrelevantly. 

“Are you in love with Mr. Smith ? ’’ I said. 

“ He has a car,’ said Phyllis, lightly. 

“ He is asleep,”’ I said. 

“That might happen to any man.” 
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“Tt didn’t happen to me.” 

‘“ Perhaps your conscience, Mr. Moon—— 

‘Stephen had a car too,’ I went on. Stephen is 
the man to whom Phyllis was (till recently) engaged. 

‘“ What do you mean by that, John?” 

“Tm afraid the noise of the dice may disturb your 
mother,’ I said. “‘ Let’s put them away.” 

“Yes,” said Phyllis. ‘It’s a silly game.” 

‘“‘ T’d like to tell you about a story I’m writing,” I 
said. 

‘A sad story, John?” 

‘A sad story, Phyllis.” | 

“Good! I’m feeling sad.” 

“It’s about a girl and a man—a man called John. 
The girl was very much in love with him ic 

“How do you know that?” said Phyllis, fiddling 
with her back hair, and therefore showing the line of 
her neck, which is a good line. 

‘““ That’s the story.” 

8 ee be 

‘“‘ But he, being a bit of an ass, was too frightened 
to propose to her—kept putting it off. And one day 
another man proposed to her. He hada Rolls-Royce,” 
I added. 

‘Go on,” said Phyllis, a thought impatiently. 

“And she accepted him. And then the first man, 
being a bit of an ass, just gave it up and married 
somebody else. And after that the girl—one can’t 
blame her, in a way af 

“No,” said Phyllis, generously. 

“The girl behaved as if she didn’t much cave. As 
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long as they had cars.... She was engaged to 
various makes in her times. The second was a 
Singer a 


“A silly story,” said Phyllis. ‘‘ And what’s the 
end of it?” 
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“It isn’t finished yet,” I said. “I’m not quite 
clear how it will work out. But I hope she'll turn 
sensible before the end.” 

“Tm afraid you’re rather sentimental, Mr. Moon,” 
said Phyllis. 

“Tm afraid I am.” 

Just then the door opened and the butler entered 
stealthily. 

“Mr. Smith has called,’’ he said. 

“Oh, dear!”’ said Phyllis, going a little pink. “I 
don’t think I’m At Home. Am I At Home, Mr. 
Moon ? ”’ 

“ It depends,” I said. 

“No,” said Phyllis, looking at her mother, “ we're 
not at home, Lavery.” 

A few moments later dear old Mrs. Faiz woke up 
with a start. 

“Hullo, Mr. Moon!’ she said. ‘‘ What’s that 
noise? It quite frightened me.” 

“It sounds like a car,’ I said, “‘ going away.” 

“It sounds like a Singer,’’ said Phyllis. 


CHAPTER III 


THE WHISPER 


HOEVER it was, it cannot be denied that he 

: N (and she, for that matter) did wrong. 

The Whispering Gallery at St. Paul’s 
Cathedral is an interesting place, and has interesting 
properties. An ascent of one hundred and forty-three 
steps leads to an open door on the right by which 
entry is gained to a gallery (the triforium) leading 
westward over the south nave aisle to the library. 
But we did not go to the library. ; 

A strangely assorted party. A deplorably frivolous 
party. Phyllis, whom you know; and myself, whom 
you know ; and Mr. Gordon Smith, whom you know ; 
and Stephen Trout, and Jean Renton. 

Young Mr. Gordon Smith, as I have hinted, is 
determined to marry Phyllis Fair or Jean Renton, 
but does not know which; and, for reasons of my 
own, I have advised him not to be in a hurry for the 
next few weeks, Stephen Trout is a barrister, I am 
sorry to say, and was till recently engaged to Phyllis 
—or, as I prefer to put it, Phyllis was engaged to 
Stephen Trout’s little car, Stephen is now deter- 
mined to marry Jean Renton, And they all go about 
together in the most shameless fashion, as if nothing 
had happened. For that matter, nothing has hap- 
pened. The question is, Will anything ever happen ? 

For Stephen Trout, though bold enough with 
judges, is a poltroon with women. I cannot imagine 
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how he ever screwed himself to the point of pro- 
posing to Phyllis. I don’t suppose he did. But no 
doubt Phyllis knows how it was done. 

Jean Renton, on the other hand, will never do for 
him what Phyllis did for him (if she did). Jean is 
beautiful, and magnetic, but almost wholly asleep ; 
she has great, brown, melancholy eyes, and it is gener- 
ally considered that deep within her a powerful soul 
lies dormant. I do not know about the soul (nobod 
does), but there is no doubt about the lying dormant. 
She has a sleepy, far-away gaze, as if she was always 
in a distant dream—a dream which I believe to be 
about nothing at all. Not that she pretends it is. 
To pretend anything would be too much of an effort. 
She seldom reads. She never looks at a newspaper. 
She just exists, always agreeable, always ready to do 
anything that anyone proposes, but perfectly incapable 
of proposing any kind of action on her own account. 
Why should she? for we all know that she would 
just as soon sit down and do nothing at all. Even 
when she laughs it is like a sweet, sad protest—not 
against the joke, but against the effort. And she, 
too, is shy. | | 

So how Stephen Trout and she are ever to be united 
has long been a puzzle. Meanwhile, of course, the 
dashing Mr. Smith may capture her instead. 

It may be suggested that I, a married man, judici- 
ously separated from my wife for a month, should 
have kept myself clear of such a party. I indignantly 
deny the suggestion. These young things want an 
older head among them, and I can give the oldest of 
them a couple of years, It is true I suffer no positive 
discomfort in Phyllis Fair’s company, but I must 
not be thought to be selfish. I am anxious that Jean 
Renton’s soul should be dug up somehow and handed 
over to someone—preferably Stephen, I think. I am 
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anxious that Mr. Smith should make up his mind, but 
not too quickly; for I question whether he and 
Phyllis are really the right match. And I don’t want 
Phyllis to marry Mr. Smith’s car. I don’t want her 
to marry anybody’s car. 

And I do not see how all these things can be arranged 
without my assistance. Besides, they amuse me, the 
young things. 

At any rate, we found ourselves, the five of us, 
feeding the pigeons in St. Paul’s Churchyard one 
lovely sunny noon. The pigeons of St. Paul’s on a 
sunny day are the most peaceful spectacle in London. 
East and west, the buses, and the taxis, and the 
lorries, and the drays thunder up and down the hill ; 
and anxious clerks and city magnates scurry along 
the pavements, intent on doing something, or stopping 
somebody from doing something. And in the middle, 
the pigeons, whole regiments of them, strut and coo 
and stroll about on their own particular piece of 
pavement, remote and unconcerned; and a great 
crowd of Londoners stands near and watches them, 
having, apparently, no other thing in the world 
to do. 

I stood near Phyllis, having, at the moment, no 
better thing in the world to do. 

Phyllis wore a dress of almond-green, and Jean a 
black dress. Jean looked pale and noble, like a 
statue ; but Phyllis looked a little pink and a little 
brown, like a shepherdess. And she looked the coolest 
thing in London. She is. 

At first sight a crowd of pigeons look mean and 
unimportant and all alike, like men on the Under- 
ground; but, after a little, they become beautiful, 
and full of character, and, oh! so important. 

“There’s Stephen,” said Phyllis, at last, pointing 
at a pigeon with a neck of brown shot silk. He was 
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pursuing assiduously a beautiful dark-blue pigeon, in 
and out among the other pigeons and the feet of the 
city men, his decorative head working backwards and 
forwards, absorbed, oblivious. 

“You see ?”’ said Phyllis. ‘‘ He is always exactly 
the same distance behind.” 

“ Just out of pecking distance.” 

“But every now and then he makes a feeble peck 
at her.”’ : 

‘“‘ And misses,” 

“ There, she’s stopped to eat ! ”’ 

But Stephen was too polite to peck while a lady 
was eating. He hovered dutifully at her side until 
she had finished, and hurried away; and then the 
relentless chase began again. 

“It 4s Stephen!” cried Phyllis. 

“S’sh ! he’ll hear you! ”’ 

“No, he won’t. He’s pecking.” 

“As a matter of fact, he’s merely hovering.” 

And there, in fact, a little way away, was the 
handsome barrister, hovering at Jean’s side—speech- 
less and pathetic; and Jean Renton gazing at the 
pigeons—speechless and in a trance, dreaming, I 
fancied, of the moment when she would sit down 
again. 

“Can we do nothing about those two ?”’ I said. 

“What do you want to do?”’ said Phyllis. 

“TI should like to see them bring it off,” I said. 

“T’ve noticed,” said Phyllis, “that you married 
men are strangely anxious to marry off your friends, 
Mr. Moon.” 

“Not all of them,’ I murmured. 

“Convicts, I believe, are never so happy as on the 
day when a new batch of prisoners arrive.” 

“Not at all. The more ladies married the fewer 
temptations for us; the more men married the fewer 


28 © THE OLD FLAME 


rivals. Besides, we want to see our friends as happy 
aS we are.” : 

‘‘T am not sure,” said Phyllis, ‘‘ that you are gute 
the best authority on who should marry whom. 
There’s Angela,” she said, irrelevantly. 

The pigeon at which she pointed had no sort of 
resemblance to my wife, except that she was beauti- 
ful; she was standing alone, with a faintly peevish 
look, and at that moment two handsome pigeons, 
with necks like peacocks, approached her simul- 
taneously, on which she instantly turned and ran 
away. The two pigeons followed. 

“ Nothing like,’ I said. ‘‘ You’re very rude.” 

“Well,” said Phyllis, ‘‘ what are you going to do 


' about those two ? ’’ 


‘Those two? Nothing,’ I answered, haughtily. 

‘““ Jean and Stephen, I meant.” 

“Oh! Well, unless Jean can be induced to run 
away, I’m afraid that Stephen will continue to hover.”’ 

“She'll never run away,’ said Phyllis. ‘“ Too 
much trouble. Unless- Why shouldn’t you take 
her in hand, Mr. Moon? You never know—she might 
like you; she’s a funny creature. You might make 
Stephen jealous. And then #1 

“ve quite enough on my hands, thank you,” I 
said. ‘‘ All the same, I feel we ought to do some- 
thing.” 

The pigeons, for no apparent reason, rose suddenly 
into the air, with a multitudinous flapping, and, 
swinging out over the omnibuses, flew twice round 
the churchyard, a compact crowd, in a foolish affecta- 
tion of panic. The spell of peacefulness was broken. 

‘“Let’s go up to the Whispering Gallery,’ I said, 
for no apparent reason. 

“Oh, yes!” said Phyllis. ‘‘I love whispering. 
Let’s ask the others if they’d like it.” 
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Phyllis asked the others if they’d like it in character- 
istic fashion. 

“Come on,” she said. ‘‘ We’re all going up to the 
Whispering Gallery.”’ 

“Very well,’ said Jean, with her sad, sweet smile, 
as one agreeing to be burned alive for the general 


good. 
Stephen had a pigeon perched on one hand 
and feeding out of the other. ‘I was wondering,” 


said Stephen, who, like other barristers, talks “‘ law- 
shop”’ on the smallest provocation and looks upon 
Life as just another Leading Case, “‘ if I walked away 
with this pigeon, whether it would amount to a taking 
under the Larceny Act. The pigeon is not an animal 
fere nature ; and nobody, as far as I know, has any 
property in the bird 

‘It belongs to the Dean of St. Paul’s,” said Phyllis, 
with authority. 

“On the other hand ’’ said Stephen. 
~ “Come and whisper it, old boy,’ said Mr. Smith, 
and we left the learned man still delivering judgment 
to the pigeon. 

We paid our shillings, we laboured up one hundred 
and forty-three steps, and were joined by Stephen, 
panting, at the top. 

“The visitor,’ says the guide-book, “ presently 
reaches the Whispering Gallery, whose secrets he will 
learn by obeying the instruction of the guide in 
attendance. Absolute quiet is essential, but, if 
silence is kept, the quietest whisper is distinctly 
audible.’ 

And if there be any blame for what followed it 
rests entirely with the Dean and Chapter of St. Paul’s. 
The guide in attendance greeted us with a broad 
grin, and it was clear that he at least regarded 
the Gallery as a place of entertainment. Having 
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paid our shillings, we were ready to be enter- 
tained. 

We looked down to the distant floor, and up to the 
' distant dome, and marvelled reverently. 

“Now,” said the guide, when he thought we had 
marvelled enough, “if you will walk round to the 
other side the secrets of the Gallery will be re- 
vealed.” : 

“‘ It will be more fun,’ I said, “‘ if we split up.” 

Accordingly, we set off in the dim light round the 
vast circle—Jean and Stephen one way, the rest of 
us the other—and halted, one by one, at different 
points: Stephen, as it were, at eight o'clock, Jean 
at eleven, myself at one, then Mr. Smith, then 
Phyllis. 

And suddenly a compelling, mysterious whisper 
smote me Jn the ear: 

“ SIT DOWN !”’ 

I sat down, as if struck, and, looking across, observed 
our guide with his nose glued to the wall. 

‘‘ PLEASE PLACE THE EARS TO THE WALL,’ was the 
next order. 

I placed as many of my ears to the wall as I con- 
veniently could, and listened eagerly. 

Then, from far off, like the Voice of Doom, deliberate 
and awful, came the whispering again : 

“THE ST. PAUL’S WHICH WE SEE TO-DAY IS THE 
THIRD CATHEDRAL WHICH HAS BEEN BUILT DE Novo 
ON THE SITE IT OCCUPIES. THE FIRST CATHEDRAL OF 
WHICH WE HAVE AUTHENTIC RECORD WAS THAT ERECTED 
BY ETHELBERT, KING oF KENT. SIR CHRISTOPHER 
WREN, ARCHITECT OF THE PRESENT BUILDING, LIVED 
TO SEE HIS HANDIWORK COMPLETED, AND DIED IN 
1723. AND NOW, LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, IF YOU 
WILL KINDLY CONTINUE YOUR JOURNEY——” 

I rose from my seat. 
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And at that moment, as distinct and deliberate as 
the guide’s, a man’s whisper ran along the wall : 

“‘ DARLING, I LOVE you !”’ | 

Shocked, I prepared to continue my journey. But 
a worse thing happened. A woman’s whisper smote 
my ear, impersonal, like all whispers, but unmistakably 
feminine : 

“ AND I LOVE YOU.” 

Then came a male whisper—and now indeed like 
the Voice of Doom : 

“ PRIVATE CONVERSATION IS NOT ALLOWED IN THE 
GALLERY. YOU WILL PLEASE RETURN IMMEDIATELY.” 

Shamefaced, we slunk back and met at the entrance, 
scarce daring to look at each other. Jean, I noticed, had 
a heightened colour; so had Stephen. Phyllis looked 
perfectly cool, but her eyes sparkled. Mr. Gordon 
Smith was a bright red. The guide was grim. 

“Now, ladies and gentlemen,” he said, barring the 
way, ‘“‘ this won’t do, you know. A joke’s a joke— 
outside the precincts; but this is a thing that’s never 
happened before, to my knowledge, in the whole 
history of the Cathederal. I’m sorry, but I’m afraid I 
must ask for an apology, if it’s to go no further.” 

There was a dead silence—save for a curious muffled 
sound from Phyllis. From the look of Stephen’s face 
I judged that he was considering the legal aspect of 
the matter. 

“Ym quite sure,’ I said, at last, gravely, “ that 
whoever was responsible will be only too glad to 
apologize. The only question is, Who was it? Or, 
rather, Who were it? For my part, I was quite 
unable to identify the voices,”’ 

I looked from face to face; and once again there 
was a dead silence. 

“Well, sir,’”’ said the guide, kindly, ‘“‘ I can see it’s 
a delicate matter. Perhaps you’d like to go up to 
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the Round Gallery and have it out among yourselves. 
But I’ve got to have an explanation before you go,” 
he finished, firmly. 

“Look here, my man,” said Stephen, the lawyer 
breaking out, “ you've no right to detain us, you 
know.” 

“Really, really, Stephen,” I said, “‘ you can hardly 
wish to bring this painful episode into the courts. 
You, of all people,” I added. 

‘What do you mean ?”’ said Stephen, fiercely. 

“ Let us go up to the Round Gallery,” I said. 

The Round Gallery is out of doors; and it was 


full of sun. We looked out over London, and London ~ 
River and the haze of summer. We looked in silence. — 


‘Well,’ I said at last. ‘‘ We must face it. Asa 


married man, and the only one of the party against 
whom there can be no sort of suspicion, perhaps 
I had better conduct the investigation. Is that 
agreed ? ”’ 

‘No,’ said Stephen. 

‘As regards the man,’’ I went on “ (I shall try to 
mention no names), there is one among us who is 
notoriously shy and diffident in matters of the heart ; 
and what more natural than that he should have seized 
this opportunity to declare himself at a distance? 
On the other hand aa 

“Tf you mean me ’’ said Stephen, hotly. 

‘IT name no names. On the other hand, we have 
also a bolder one among us, who would be less likely 
to shrink from so audacious an act as this,” 

“If you mean me ’’ began Mr. Gordon Smith, 

“TIT name no names. In the former case, the 


identity of the lady would, of course, be clear enough,” y 


(I glanced at Jean, but both she and Phyllis were 


gazing at the Thames.) “In the latter case, it might — 
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“ Really, Mr. Moon!”’ said Phyllis, protesting. 

“One or the other,” I repeated. 

“T tell you what J think 
explosively, looking hard at me. 

“Yes, Gordon?” said Phyllis, haughtily, looking 
hard at Mr. Smith. 

Mr. Smith said no more. 

‘“‘T think, perhaps,” said Phyllis, ‘as Mr. Moon is 
a married man, and therefore quite above suspicion, 
the best thing would be for him to take the blame— 
formally—and thus relieve the real culprit from 
an embarrassing confession.”’ 

“Very well,’ I said. ‘‘ For the general good—I 
am ready to do that ; provided it is understood to be 
a purely formal confession, having no relation to the 
truth. Do you agree, Stephen ? ”’ 

Stephen grunted a grudging assent. 

“You two men,” said Phyllis—‘ or one of you— 
should be very grateful to Mr. Moon.” 

The two men glared gratefully at Mr. Moon. 

“T don’t know about that,” said Mr. Smith, sulkily. 
“And what about the lady’s apology ? ”’ 

“T think perhaps Jean and I had better toss up,” 
said Phyllis. 

“What for?” said Jean, drowsily.- 

“Heads, Phyllis,” I called, ‘‘ tails, Jean,’’ and I 
spun a coin. 

“ Heads,”’ said everybody. 

“Damn !”’ said Mr. Smith, surprisingly. 

“Well,” said Phyllis, brightly, ‘VU do it—for 
Jean’s sake. But it seems a shame. Come, Mr. 
Moon, we’ll go and confess.” 

“T think, perhaps,” I said, ‘‘ the others had better 
leave us to go through this ordeal alone. It will be 
less embarrassing.” 

Jean departed dreamily down the stairs and Stephen 
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” said Mr. Smith, 
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immediately followed. Mr. Smith hesitated, but re- 
mained. 

“Goodness knows,’ said Phyllis, “it will be 
embarrassing enough, in any case, Mr. Moon, to 
confess to such a thing.”’ 

‘But how much more embarrassing it would be,” 
I said, ‘‘ for the guilty parties.”’ 

“True,” said Phyllis. ‘‘ As for you, Gordon, I’m 
surprised at you.” 

“It wasn’t me,” said Mr. Smith, warmly. ‘ You 
know I wouldn’t dream of saying such a thing! ”’ 

“Not even to Jean ?”’ said Phyllis. 

“Not even to neither of you!” said the boy, 
strangely. 

“You're not very polite,’ said Phyllis, sighing. 
“ Then it must have been Stephen. Please leave us, 
Gordon.” ; 

“How do I know you won’t shirk it ?”’ said Mr. 
Smith, stubbornly. 

“T shall go through with it, I promise you,” I 
said. ‘‘ But, of course, if you would rather confess 
yourself iy : 

Mr. Smith departed, muttering. We followed at a 
distance. 

“Anyhow,” I said, “I feel exceptionally noble.” 

“T feel pretty good myself,” said Phyllis. 

“ T wonder who it was, veally.”’ 

“ T wonder,” said Phyllis, 
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CHAPTER IV 


_IN’ THE LIFT 


“with this lift.” 

_ “A man who can be trusted with you,’ I 
answered, proudly, ‘‘can be trusted with anything. 
And the lift, at least, does what it is told. So.’ I 
pressed the button, and we descended. 

We had been dancing at Boom’s, a small and (so I 
am always told) select dancing club, Phyllis, Jean 
Renton, Mr. Gordon Smith, and I; also Stephen 
Trout and Lettice Trout, his sister, a good woman, 
but one who craves excitement, and fondly hopes to 
find it by inducing her brother to take her to the more 
respectable night clubs. 

Boom’s is extremely respectable; the only thing 
to be said against it is that it consistently breaks 
the law concerned with the consumption of 
alcoholic refreshment. And so jealous of its repu- 
tation is Boom’s, that the club has taken special 
precautions to prevent the entry of His Majesty’s 
police. 

This lift is one of the precautions. Except for the 
fire-escape, the lift is the only avenue of approach to 
Boom’s, which is on the top floor of a high building 
in Shaftesbury Avenue. There are no stairs. The 
lift is very small, holding two comfortably, or three 
at a pinch. It is worked by the members. But at 
the lower end of the shaft, on the fifth floor, stands 
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the club commissionaire, with instructions to admit 
almost anybody, but not the police. 

We were leaving at the ridiculous hour of 12.30 a.m., 
for Miss Lettice Trout had early wearied of excite- 
ment, and, declaring that the last thing she wished 
to do was to break up the party, had succeeded in 
doing that very thing. She, with Mr. Gordon Smith, 
had preceded us in the lift, and Stephen Trout, with 
Jean Renton, was waiting above to follow us. 

I will not pretend that I was in an extremely good 
temper, for up till that moment I had paid the entire 
expenses of the party, and, having had one dance 
with Phyllis, and three with Lettice Trout, I was not 
entirely satisfied with my investment. 

‘“‘ This is rather a shame,” I said, mildly. “‘ To go 
to bed at the puritanical hour of 12.30, after exactly 
five dances (three with Lettice Trout), and you in a 
new dress Bs 

Phyllis had a new dress—a new dress, which I 
can not describe; but it was silver and simple, and 
artfully artless, like Phyllis. 

“IT know,” said Phyllis, with what she fondly 
thinks is a pout, but is, in fact, only a most admirable 
arrangement of her mouth and a most attractive 
trick with her nose, ‘It was hardly worth while 
putting it on.” 

“It was very well worth while,” I said, warmly ; 


and in the circumstances, and the light in the lift | 


being bright, I can hardly be blamed if I turned to 
get the full effect of Phyllis and the new dress before 
the lift stopped. 

And at that moment the lift did stop. 

On three sides of us was looking-glass. On the 
fourth was a blank wall, painted an unpleasant shade 
of green. 

“Qo!” said Phyllis. ‘‘ Whatever's happened ? ” 
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“It’s stopped,” I said, intelligently, playing with 
the buttons. 

“‘T noticed that,” said Phyllis. ‘“ But why?” 

“Why not?’ I said. 

“There are several good answers to that question,’ 
said she ; “‘ but would you mind doing something first, 
Mr. Moon ? ”’ 

I feverishly pressed the same buttons in a different 
order. Nothing happened. , 

“It’s no good,” I said. ‘‘ We’re stuck.” 

All was silent. We were alone in space. 

“Tm frightened,” said Phyllis; and then, sur- 
prisingly, “‘ Oh, John, what fun!” 

“Yes,’’ I said, reflectively, pressing the same buttons 
again. 

“What will mother say ?”’ said Phyllis. ‘I think 
perhaps you'd better do something, Mr. Moon.” 

“T will, I will,’ I said; and all the responsibility 
of manhood rose up in me. I pressed the buttons 
again, with the same result. 

““T was once stuck in a Tube lift,’ I said, wisely. 
“They brought up another lift alongside, and we 
escaped through a door in the side of the lift.” 

“But there is no other lift here,’’ said Phyllis. 

“True. And there is no door.” 

“Have you any other plans of that kind? ”’ said 
Phyllis, after a slight pause. 

“IT know what I shall do. I shall call down to 
Lettice Trout. I feel that in some way she is respon- 
sible for this. ‘“‘ Hullo!” I called, my voice echoing 
hollow in the shaft. ‘‘ Hullo there! Miss Trout! 
Gordon! Lettice Trout!’ And then, quite simply, 
Prentice? 

“ Hullo !’’ came up a faint, thin voice. ‘‘ Come on, 
Mr. Moon! We’re waiting.” 

“So are we,” I returned. 
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“Why don’t you come down?” called Mr. Smith, 
impatiently. (I am not at all sure that Mr. Smith and 
Lettice will ever marry.) | i 

“We can’t.” 

“What? I can’t hear.” 

At this point a loud voice p> us from above— 
Stephen Trout’s. | 

“Why don’t you send up the lift ? ’’ said he. 

“We can’t.” 

“‘What’s that ? Ican’t hear. Where are you? ” 

“THE FACT OF THE MATTER IS,’ I shouted, ‘‘ WE 
ARE NEITHER HERE NOR THERE. THE LIFT HAS 
STOPPED.” 

“WHAT?” 

““ T SAY—THE—LIFT—HAS—STOPPED.”’ 

“Where ? ” ‘ 

“ HERE.” ih 

Two voices said simultaneously, a long way off, — 
“He says the lift has stopped,”’ and one could almost 
hear the busy brains clicking below and above. 

The next voice was the commissionaire’s, an ex- 
sergeant, a practical man. 

‘““HULLO, sIR!’’ he cried. ‘‘ CAN’T YOU BUDGE 
HER?” 

“‘T AM QUITE UNABLE TO BUDGE HER.” 

‘TI NEVER KNEW IT TO HAPPEN BEFORE, SIR,’ he 
shouted. 

“THAT'S VERY COMFORTING.” 

*“ BEG PARDON, SIR? ”’ 

““ T SAY—IT’S VERY COMFORTING.” 

“TRY PRESSING THE BUTTON,” called Mr. Smith, 
helpfully. 

‘““[VE TRIED THAT. I THOUGHT OF THAT ALMOST 
IMMEDIATELY.” 

“TRY SHIFTING YOUR WEIGHT, SIR,’ put in the 
commissionaire. 
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ELL,’ I yelled, moving a little closer to— 
d I pressed the buttons again. 
YESN’T THAT HELP ?”’ called Mr. Smith. 
“Irs ‘A PLEASANT CHANGE,” I replied ; SBD TY 
_ SEEMS TO MAKE NO DIFFERENCE. WHAT SHALL I TRY 
Now?” 
There was silence. 


‘ Then the voice of Lettice came up: “ Don’T 
BE FRIGHTENED, PHYLLIS! WE'LL WAIT FOR 
YOu.” 


‘““ TT’S ALL RIGHT,” cried Phyllis, powdering her nose. 
““[’M NOT FRIGHTENED. BUT IT’S NICE TO KNOW 
YOU'RE THERE.” 

“ What ?”’ 

“IT SAY—IT’S NICE—TO—-KNOW-——YOU’RE THERE.” 

“‘ And not here,’’ I added, softly. 

“ That wasn’t what I meant, Mr. Moon,” said 
Phyllis. 

“ Of course.”’ 

“ THE COMMISSIONAIRE,’ came from Mr. Smith, 
‘““HAS GONE FOR AN ELECTRICIAN. HE WON’T BE 
LONG.” 

“DON’T BE FRIGHTENED, PHYLLIS,” cried Jean. 

“WE'LL walt,” cried Lettice, nobly, ‘IF IT’S ALL 
NIGHT.”’ 

“‘T HOPE IT WON’T BE THAT,” I yelled. ‘‘ MEAN- 
WHILE, THIS GENERAL CONVERSATION IS BECOMING 
RATHER A STRAIN, SO YOU WON’T THINK US RUDE, I 
HOPE, IF WE DON’T TALK VERY MUCH.” 

“ What ?”’ cried Mr. Smith. 

““ IT SAID—THIS CONVERSATION MUST NOW CEASE,” 
I croaked; ‘‘ MY VOICE IS GOING.” 

There was silence, but for muffled murmurs, above 
and below. We hung suspended, like souls in the 
blue, listening to the remote and unimportant voices 
of Earth and-Heaven at once. 
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“ Well, I’m going to sit down,” said Phyllis, doing 
SO. 

SAR 

“I’m not sure that you hadn’t better stand, Mr. 
Moon.” 

“I’m quite sure I hadn’t,”’ I said, sitting down. 

‘Something might happen,” said Phyllis, making 
room for me, ‘‘ and you won’t be ready.” 

‘““T shall be quite ready. Besides, I must keep up 
my strength for the next emergency. And this is an 
opportunity, as Mr. Joseph Chamberlain remarked, 
which may never occur again.”’ 

“This is rather an adventure, John,” said Phyllis. 
‘Do you think we are in any danger ? ”’ 

‘“‘ At any moment the electrician may arrive.” 

“Oh! is that all? You don’t think the lift may 
suddenly drop to the basement?’ said Phyllis, 
hopefully. 

“No,” I said, ‘it won’t do that. But if there was 
an earthquake, there is no doubt we should be in a 
tight place.’ 

“What a terrible thought, Mr. Moon! But so 
would Jean and Stephen.”’ 

“ True,’ I said. “I like to think of Jean and 
Stephen sitting up there. They say that there is 
nothing like a common danger for drawing people 
together, Phyllis.” 

“Do they say that, John? You mean that our 
danger may be the means of drawing Jean and Stephen 
together, Mr. Moon ? ”’ 

‘Perhaps,’ I said. ‘‘ Then, of course, there are 
the other two. I like to think of them.” 

“T’m afraid it will take more than an earth- 
quake to draw Lettice and Gordon together,” said 
Phyllis. ‘“‘ You ought to be very sorry for Gordon, 
Mr. Moon.” 
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“Not very,’ I said. ‘ He is being educated—and 
this is one of his lessons.”’ 

““ What is he learning, Mr. Moon? ”’ 

“ The value of a certain lady.”’ 

“Miss Lettice Trout ? ”’ 

“No,” I said, ‘I wasn’t thinking of her. He 
questioned once,’’ I went on, ‘‘ whether the lady had 
much 7m her. Compared with Jean, for example.” 

“The little beast!’’ said Phyllis. ‘“‘ Not that it 
matters to me,” she added, hastily. 

“Well, well, he’s learning,” I said, tolerantly. 

Phyllis nestled back in her corner. : 

“What shall we talk about now, John ? ”’ she said, 
after a slight pause. “ This is a very comfy little 
lift, I must say.”’ 

‘‘ The decorations are very curious,” I said. ‘“‘ Have 
you ever seen a lift with a roof like that before ? ”’ 

“T don’t remember looking at the roof of a lift 
before. What’s the matter with it?” 

“‘ It is covered with some sort of berry.” 

“So it is,’ said Phyllis. ‘‘ Grapes.”’ 

“It looks to me,”’ I said, “‘ like mistletoe.” 

“ Grapes, I think, Mr. Moon,” 

“* Mistletoe, Miss Fair.’’ 

“ARE YOU ALL RIGHT, PHYLLIS?” cried Lettice, 
suddenly, below. 

“YES, THANK YOU,” sang Phyllis—‘ AT LEAST, I 
THINK SO.” 

“Why the doubt ? ”’ 

‘“‘ Those berries are grapes, Mr. Moon,”’ said Phyllis, 
firmly, looking at me. 

“Why ?”’ said I, looking at Phyllis. 

“ Because I will have it so.”’ 

“Very well,” I said. 

‘“‘[’M ALL RIGHT, LETTICE,” she sang again. ‘‘ Don’T 
WoRRY ! How’s GORDON ?”’ 
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“TM ALL RIGHT,’ said Mr. Smith, grimly. 

“ HE’S NOT BEHAVING VERY NICELY,” piped Lettice. 

“OH, DEAR!” said Phyllis, ‘I’M SURPRISED AT 

THAT. Mr. Moon’s BEHAVING BEAUTIFULLY.” 

Then she leaned back her head against the corner 
so that I saw three lovely necks instead of one, closed 
her eyes, and said, ‘‘ What shall we talk about now, 
John ?”’ 

“A little devil,” I said, sighing. 

““T beg your pardon ? ” 

The strains of dance music came faintly from 
above. 

“It’s curious,’ I said, ‘‘ by what illogical rules our 
lives are governed te 

“Oh, dear!’ said Phyllis. ‘‘I know that begin- 
ning. It generally ends in something bad.” 

“Only half an hour ago,” I said, “‘I held you 
closely in my arms before a crowd of people, and 
we moved several times round the room in a pro- 
longed and intimate embrace. We might have been 
married ig 

“We very nearly were, you know.” 

“Do not let us open old wounds, Miss Fair. The 
present are enough. All this, as I say, was 
done in public, and no man thought the worse of 
us ge 


“With the possible exception of Mr. Smith,” said 
Phyllis. 

“With the possible exception of Mr. Smith,” I 
agreed. ‘ But his objection (if any) was in no sense 
a moral one—quite the contrary—being, in fact, if 
you are right, a selfish regret that he was not doing 
as I was doing.”’ 

“ He was—with Lettice.”’ 

“Quite. An entirely proper proceeding. Yet here, 
where no mortal eye can see us, if I were so much as 
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to put one arm about you, a strong objection would 
be taken ie 

“It would,” said Phyllis, 

‘““ Assuming, that is, that there was anyone to see— 
which there is not.”’ 

“T don’t think that makes any difference,” said 
Phyllis. 

‘““My point exactly. When other people are there 
they make no difference at all—as we saw upstairs. 
Logically, therefore, a forttori——” 

“A what ?”’ 

“A fortiori—they must make still less difference 
when they are not there—as here . 

“ Are you sure you're still being logical, Mr. Moon ? ” 
said Phyllis, doubtfully. 

“Perfectly. I have proved that it cannot be 
wrong to do in private that which may be done without 
reproach in public.” | 

‘““T suppose you have, John,” said Phyllis, settling 
herself comfortably again. ‘All the same, I 
don’t think we'd better have any more logic, 
Mr. Moon.”’ 

‘‘ ARE YOU ALL RIGHT, LETTICE, DEAR ? ”’ 

‘YES, DEAR.’ 

“ THIS 75 A COMFY LIFT.” 

‘WE'RE SITTING ON THE STAIRS,” said Mr. Smith. 

“ THERE’S A DRAUGHT,” said Lettice. 

“‘ SEVERAL DRAUGHTS,” said Mr. Smith. 

“OH, DEAR!’’ said Phyllis. “I 4m sorry. WE’RE 
QUITE COSY.” 

There was a distant grunting sound. 

‘“‘ The question of the berries,” I continued, ignoring 
these interruptions, “is not a question of logic, but 
of fact.”’ 

“Tm very glad of that, Mr. Moon.” 

‘“‘ But here, again, logic has something to say.” 


bs 


AA, THE OLD FLAME 


“Oh: dear t” 

“It is absurd,” I said, ‘‘ how much importance is 
attached in literature and drama, and indeed in life, 
to that form of personal salute which we call a kiss. 
Why, for example, should it so often be regarded as 
a wrongful act, and, on the stage, be generally the 
turning point in several lives? After all, what 7s a 
kiss 2 ”’ 

‘‘T haven’t the least idea, Mr. Moon.”’ 

‘A kiss is the most beautiful and romantic fashion 
of greeting known to mankind. Thus the loyal 
subject salutes his king, thus mothers their children, 
thus sister signifies her love for sister. And most 
innocent of all, perhaps most hallowed by tradition, 
is the sportive kiss which is given under the 
mistletoe.’’ ‘ 

‘“T thought we agreed they were grapes, Mr. Moon.”’ 

“It is at once a courtesy,” I went on, ‘‘ and the 
formal expression of a spiritual bond, like a handshake. 
Like a handshake, it may be sincerely intended or 
not ; but in either case it does no harm—no one is the 
wiser—and no one is the worse.” . 

“In fact, Mr. Moon—if I understand you aright— 
properly considered, a kiss is no more than a ‘ How 
d’ye do ?’ or a friendly word in a letter.” 

“You mustn’t be frivolous, Miss Fair. As I was 
saying, we are very old friends, and if I were to signify 
my esteem for you by warmly shaking you by the 
hand—so—no one would have a word to say. By the 
same reasoning, I can see no sort of harm in my 
expressing the same sentiments in the other, and the 
more historic, manner.”’ 

“But even a handshake, Mr. Moon, may be pro- 
longed beyond the limits of decorum.” 

“TI was not speaking of Jong handshakes, Miss 
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“Tm glad of that, John,” said Phyllis. “In that 
case—perhaps——”’ 

“CHEER UP,” shouted Mr. Smith. ‘‘ THE ELEc- 
TRICIAN’S ARRIVED.” 

Neither Phyllis nor I uttered any immediate expres- 
sion of satisfaction. 

““Goop !’’ I shouted, in a moment or two. 

“Well, well,” said Phyllis, sighing. ‘I shall be 
quite sorry to leave our little lift. Though I 
must say you've talked a great deal of nonsense 
Bat. ” 

“You were wrong about the berries, you know.” 

“TI suppose I was,” said Phyllis. ‘‘ Otherwise, of 
course, you would never have behaved as you have, 
would you, Mr. Moon ? ”’ 

“Certainly not,” I said. 

“T don’t agree with anything else you’ve said, Mr. 
Moon. You understand that?” 

-“ Perfectly.” 

Mr. Smith’s voice was heard. 

“THE ELECTRICIAN SAYS HE CAN’T DO NOTHING,” 

Then there was silence. 

Then: “‘ HE says, ‘ TRY SHIFTING YOUR WEIGHT 
AGAIN, AND IF THAT DON’T DO IT HE’LL HAVE TO 
_ CLIMB DOWN AND BREAK THROUGH THE ROOF.” 

“ Oh, dear! ”’ said Phyllis, with a faint scream, “‘ and 
spoil the mistletoe.”’ 

“ Ricut!’”’ I returned, and I prepared to aout 
the buttons again. 

“T’ve noticed one thing, Mr. Moon,” said Phyllis. 

“What’s that ? ” : 

“ There’s one button you haven’t pressed at all, Mr. 
Moon,” said Phyllis, gravely. 

“Ah!” I said, “ you noticed that, did you? Per- 
haps we'd better try it now.” 

_“ Perhaps we'd better.” 
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Miraculously the lift descended, to the sound of 
cheers. 

“Why didn’t you press that button yourself, Miss 
Fair ?”’ I said. 

‘“T thought you knew best, Mr. Moon,” said Phyllis. 
“ Hullo, Gordon! I hope you’ve been behaving.” 


CHAPTER V 


A QUIET SUNDAY MORNING 


morning, early—well, early for Sunday morn- 

ing. That is to say, I had begun my second 
sausage and poured out my second cup of tea, and the 
bells for matins were not yet audible ; also I had read 
through the first four columns of Mr. Garvin, and had 
decided not to go to church, after all; for, if Mr. 
Garvin is in form, enough is as good as a priest. 

I was also thinking, in between the lines, in a 
maudlin sort of way, of my wife and home; for with 
the best sausages in the world, and Mr. Garvin at the 
top of his form, a club bedroom on a Sunday morning 
is not exhilarating. I had even indulged in a few sad, 
sentimental thoughts about my garden; I had even 
wondered if my dear wife Angela was doing the same. 
It is part of our agreement that such thoughts must be 
instantly suppressed; for they are the beginning of 
the end. On the first occasion that we agreed to 
separate judiciously for a month these thoughts 
occurred to both of us at the end of the first week ; 
recklessly we both returned home and were reunited, 
quarrelled violently the following day, and had to 
separate again. To-day the statutory month had still 
some time to run; I suppressed my thoughts and 
murmured a line or two to Liberty and Independence. 

It was therefore definitely agreeable to hear Phyllis 
Fair’s voice. Phyllis is one of those rare creatures 

47 


Porsine rang me up in bed. It was Sunday 


48 THE OLD FLAME 


whose pleasing voice invariably survives the telephone. 
I know many a sweet, distinguished voice; but the 
National Telephone Company reduces nearly all of 
them to the deadly level of an early gramophone. 
Phyllis alone is defiantly Phyllis and no other. Nor 
is she one of those bright-voiced gay telephone talkers. 
The voice is never raised. But far away there is a 
soft and vital murmur, electric, comforting, and 
thrilling all at once, like a violet ray. I don’t know 
how she does it. She says herself the secret is to be 
found on Page 1 of the Directions: ‘“‘ PLACE THE 
LIPS AS CLOSE AS POSSIBLE TO THE TRANSMITTER 
MOUTHPIECE.” But I do not think it is as simple 
as that. | 

“Good morning, John,” said Phyllis. ‘‘ Are you 
doing anything this morning ? ”’ 

“T have still a column of Mr. Garvin to read,” I 
said. ‘‘ For the rest, my day is free. I could call 
quite soon.” 

“* Don’t be so hasty,” said Phyllis. ‘I’m having 
my portrait painted. At Mary Banbury’s. And I 
thought perhaps you'd care to come and watch.” 

‘That depends. Am I to watch the painting or 
the painted ? ”’ 

“The painters, John. There are three of them. 
All ladies, Mr. Moon. And they wll talk scandal all 
the time. So I want you to be there.” 

“Thank you very much. But I should hate to be 
a kill-joy. Why shouldn’t they talk scandal? Per- 
haps it’s the only thing they know.” 

“IT don’t want them to talk at all. They don’t get 
on with it. And it doesn’t suit the picture.”’ 

“TI don’t follow.”’ 

“How very dense of you! The picture’s to be 
called ‘ Miss Innocence,’ Mr. Moon. What did you 
say, Mr. Moon?” 
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“TI was clearing my throat,’ I said. ‘I see. And 
if they talk scandal, it makes you look scan- 
dalous ? ”’ 

““ They make me look scandalous,” corrected Phyllis. 

“It’s the same thing,” I said. 

“Tt isn’t at all. Perhaps, after all, you’d better 
not come, Mr. Moon.’’ 

_“ [ll be round in half an hour,’ I said. ‘ By the 
way, why are you having three portraits done ? ”’ 

“It’s a competition. The one that wins is to be 
sent in for the ‘ Beauty Toilet Soap Poster Competi- 
tion.’ The second best is to be offered to the ‘ Green 
Magazine’ for a cover. The other will be sent to the 
Royal Academy. I’m to be the judge.” 

““T shall be the judge,’ I said; “‘ for I am perhaps 
the best living authority. Good-bye.”’ 


A few minutes later Mrs. Banbury rang up. Mrs. 
Banbury is the kind of woman who generally con- 
trives to ring up a gentleman when the whole of 
his face and a great part of his hands are thickly 
covered with shaving soap. To-day she hit it off to 
a second. | 

I seized—and soaped—the receiver, 

“Yes?” I said, soaping slightly the transmitter 
mouthpiece. 

A wild, bright, energetic voice assaulted me, not 
pausing for breath: ‘“ That Robin Moon? Mary 
Banbury speaking, look here, you doing anything 
this morning ?_ Lettice Trout, Jean Renton, and I are 
painting Phyllis Fair, why don’t you come along and 
have a quiet morning in the studio?” 

“Why should I ?”’ I asked, with an effect of reluct- 
ance. 

“Well, the fact is, we don’t seem to be getting on. 
You see, she will talk the whole time a 
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“Extraordinary,” I murmured, smiling through my 
soap. ‘‘ What does she talk about ? ”’ 

“Scandal, chiefly. And, of course, that makes the 
rest of us talk. And we don't get on.” 

‘“ But, surely, if you didn’t talk she wouldn’t talk. 
From what I know of Miss Fair she’d hate talking to 
herself.”’ 

‘“T know,” said Mrs. Banbury, with a certain incon- 
sistence. ‘‘ We’ve tried that. But if nobody talks 
her face goes all dead, and she generally goes to 
sleep. What I thought was that if you were there 
you might be able to keep her interested without 
making her talk, d’you see ? ”’ 

“What made you think that, Mrs. Banbury?” I 
asked, wonderingly. 

‘“T dunno,” said Mrs. Banbury. 

“Am I to juggle?” I said, “or do card-tricks, 
or what ?”’ 

“Oh, no! just talk; but in a general sort of way. 
Do come. Besides,’’ she added, a little grimly, “I 
want to have a talk with you, Mr. Moon.” 

“ Not scandal, I hope ? ”’ 

“Tm not so sure,’ she answered, darkly. 

“ Well, well, I'll see if I can manage it,” I said. 

I washed down the telephone, and shaved reflec- 
tively. I am very much afraid that Mrs. Banbury 
does not extravagantly like me; and I for one don’t 
blame her. But what amazes me is that she should 
not approve of me. For though I am fully as respect- 
able as she (in many ways more so), I know that if 
she was ever assured of this she would be deeply 
disappointed. It is only the suspicion that I and 
many other of our mutual friends are not wholly 
respectable that keeps Mrs. Banbury alive. All night 
this Earth of ours labours painfully round the Sun, 
and at the last the day breaks, a golden splendour in 
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the east, with no other purpose than to give Mrs. 
Banbury another opportunity to discuss those sus- 
picions and hand them on to such (if any) as know not 
of them. Then why But there, of what use is 
Reason in these affairs ? 

Poor Jack Banbury. A very docile fellow. All the 
same, I can’t help liking Mrs. Banbury. 

- | found in her studio a model throne, three business- 
like easels arranged en échelon and four ladies on a 
divan, smoking cigarettes—and talking. 

‘“‘ Business as usual,’ I remarked, brightly. 

“Late, as usual,” said Mrs. Banbury. 

-“ Good morning, Miss Fair,’ I said, and I went on 
hastily, and rashly, ‘“‘ you'll forgive this intrusion, I 
hope? Entirely Mary’s fault.” 

Phyllis made a small face at me, and Mrs. Banbury 
said drily, ‘‘Intrusion? Phyllis says she asked you 
too.” 

‘“ True,” I said, floundering slightly ; ‘‘ but it was 
you who persuaded me.”’ 

And I glanced gallantly at Mrs. Banbury, and 
deprecatingly at Phyllis—a very difficult thing to do. 
The first half of the operation was the more successful, 
I fancied. 

“Come along,” said Mrs. Banbury. ‘“‘ I’m dying to 
paint.”’ 

‘““So am I,” said Jean Renton, with her own parti- 
cular languor, not as if she was dying to do anything 
but rather as if she would do anything to die. 

There now took place a great deal of arrangement. 
Phyllis was arranged on the throne, and the artists 
severally arranged their easels and their chairs, and 
they all held up their fingers and squinted at Phyllis, 
and pushed their chairs back an inch or two, squinteg 
again and replaced the chairs. When all was read 
Mrs. Banbury pulled down the blind and they began 
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again. Then they pulled up the blind and rearranged 
Phyllis. I sat unobtrusively in the window behind 
the artists, and it so happened that if I chanced to 
turn my eyes towards the throne and Phyllis chanced 
to turn her eyes towards the window, our eyes might 
quite conceivably meet. 

“Now Mr. Moon’s to do the talking,” said Mrs. 
Banbury at last, “and nobody’s to answer him— 
especially not the model.” 

“ This, indeed, is a rare opportunity,” I said. 

“ But you must talk about something imteresting, 
y know—to keep the model lively. Don’t you feel 
the draught there, Mr. Moon ? ”’ 

“He doesn’t look cold,” said the model, glancing at 
the window. 

“This way, please, Phyllis,” said Lettice Trout, 
severely. “I’m doing your eyes.” 

They painted in absolute silence for two minutes. 
I gave them a brief outline of the political situation. 
The model sat like a statue, looking innocent to the 
verge of dullness. She was dressed in a pink flounced 
dancing-frock, with a fan upon her lap. 

“You're not looking a bit lively, Phyllis,’ said 
Mrs. Banbury, squinting at her. ‘‘I saw your wife 
the other day, Mr. Moon,” she went on, inconsequently. 

“Oh!” I said. ‘Is she in town ? ”’ 

“Dancing. At Boom’s. With Major Trevor.” 

“A very gallant officer,” I said. 

“TE call at indecent, ” said Mrs. Banbury, “ the way 
you two go on.’ 

“The way we go off, you mean? It would be more 
decent, I suppose, if we separated altogether ? ”’ 

“It would give Mary more to talk about,” said the 
model. 

“On the contrary,” I said, “ the topic would be 
exhausted ina week. But, as things are, our marriage 
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is likely to go on for ever. And Mr. and Mrs. Banbury 
will never lack a subject for conversation.”’ 

They painted in silence for a few moments—Lettice 
Trout with business concentration, Jean rapt and her 
eyes half closed, Mrs. Banbury with much sitting back 
and gasping and sighing and waving her brush and 
putting her head on one side. 

“T hear you were stuck in a lift, you and 
Phyllis,’ she remarked casually, after one of these 
pauses. 

“Yes,” I said. ‘‘ I seem to remember something of 
the sort.” pone 

“Tt must have been a great bore.” 

“ It was,” I said, glancing at the model. 

“Don’t move, please, Phyllis,” said Lettice Trout. 

‘“‘ TI didn’t move,” said the model. 

“Your eyes moved.” 

“* And how long were you in the lift, Mr. Moon ? ” 
said Mrs. Banbury, poising a brush, like a man 1 
to harpoon a whale. 

“Five minutes—ten. What period would you say, 
Phyllis ? ”’ 

“TI mustn’t say anything,” said the model. 

“It was half an hour,” said Lettice Trout, grimly, 
having waited down below. 

“You poor dears,” sighed Mrs. Banbury, with an 
appearance of compassion. ‘‘ What did you do with 
yourselves ? ”’ 

“What can one do in a lift?’ I said. ‘‘ We just 
talked.” 

“ You're looking much livelier now, Phyllis,” said 
Mrs. Banbury. 

*‘ But not a bit innocent,” said Lettice Trout. 

The model looked exceedingly roguish and adorable, 
but said nothing. There was half a minute’s hard 
painting. 
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‘What did you talk about in the lift?” said the 
insatiable Mrs. Banbury at last. 

‘““ About poor Jean and Stephen Trout, chiefly,” I 
said, with a certain low cunning. “ They were 
waiting up above, you know.” 

“‘ 7 rather enjoyed it,” said Jean, suddenly breaking 
silence, and blushing all over. 

Mrs. Banbury was off at once after the new hare. 

‘Jean! How thrilling! Did he propose? Do 
tell us. What did he say?” 

“ He talked about law-cases.”’ 

“That means he’s feeling sentimental,’’ remarked 
the model, with authority. 

“‘ Be quiet, Phyllis,’’ said Mrs. B. 

“She’s quite right,’ I remarked. ‘‘ Most men 
when profoundly moved start talking about their 
work ; all barristers do.” 

“IT wish you'd all be quiet,” said Mrs. B., with a 
lingering pretence of interest in her canvas. ‘I’ve 
messed up the mouth. What do you mean by law- 
cases, Jean ?”’ 

‘‘ All sorts of cases. There was one Chancery, and 
one a contract, I think he said, and one about a 
Belgian tobacco manufacturer. And he was just 
beginning on a divorce case, when és 

‘That means he’s going to propose! ’” exclaimed 
the model delightedly, clapping her hands. 

‘‘ SIT STILL, Phyllis!’ cried the exasperated artists. 
And ‘Is this your story, or Jean’s?’’ said Mrs. B. 
warmly—and unwisely. 

“It was my story,” said Phyllis, demurely, but 
unpardonably, “and I hope it’s going to be 
Jean’s.”’ 

It was now Lettice Trout’s turn to fly the red 
flag. , 

“No one was surprised when you threw Stephen 
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over,” she said, hotly ; ‘‘ but you might at least have 
the decency to keep quiet about it.”’ 

“Oh, I don’t mind,” said Jean, kindly soul. 

“Well, I do,’ said Lettice, “‘and I’m quite sure 
my brother would never propose to two women in 
the same way. Sit still, please; I’m doing that 
eve. 

“T thought you’d done that eye,” said the model. 

““T see it very differently now,’ said Lettice, 
viciously mixing a horrible greenish mess on her 
palette. 

“Tf you think I’m going to sit here 
Phyllis, with spirit. 

“ QOmiet, quiet !’’ wailed Mrs. B. ‘‘ Now then, not 
another word.” 

There was silence. 

“Well, Jean,’ she said, almost immediately, “ and 
what happened ? ”’ 

“Nothing,” said Jean, dreamily. ‘“‘ Just then the 
lift started, and we went home.” 

“What would you have said, Jean?” asked Mrs. 
Banbury softly (the curiosity of that woman !). 

“T adore him,” said Jean, simply, and we all gasped. 
Never in the memory of any of us had Jean been 
known to express a positive preference for any parti- 
cular man, person, or thing. “Adore!” It was a 
miracle. 

In sheer stupefaction all remained silent for a 
minute or two. 

“What a shame! ”’ said Mrs. B. at last. ‘‘ Quite a 
pity the lift started when it did, wasn’t it, Mr. Moon ? ” 

“It was,” I said. 

“ Keep still, Phyllis. It started suddenly, didn’t 
eg eg 

“Very suddenly,” said Lettice Trout. 

“ Lifts do start suddenly,’’ I said. 


”” began 
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“It was almost a pity you and Phyllis didn’t know, 
Mr. Moon,” said Mrs. B. 

“ Know what, Mrs. Banbury ? ”’ 

“That Stephen was just going to propose to Jean.” 

“It would have been nice to know, of course,” I 
said; “‘ but how would that have helped ? ”’ 

“You and Phyllis might have stayed in the lift a 
little longer—for Jean’s sake.”’ 

“How could we?”’ said the model, incautiously. 
‘The man was just going to break in the roof, any- 
how.” 

“Oh!” said Mrs. B., with a smile I didn’t quite 
like (she should have gone to the Bar). ‘So that 
was it ?”’ 

“That was what, Mrs. Banbury ?”’ I inquired. 

“What did your mother say about it, Phyllis?” 
she went on, ignoring me. 

“‘ She didn’t say anything about it,’’ said the model. 
‘“‘ Neither did I,’’ she added. 

‘IT was thinking of calling on your mother one day 
this week,” said Mrs. Banbury. ‘“ Will she be at 
home, Phyllis ? ” 

“Not this week,’”’ said the model, shortly. 

“Not Thursday, Phyllis?” 

“ Not any day.” 

After that there was the longest silence of the 
morning. The artists worked feverishly. I strolled 
round behind them, and studied Mrs. Banbury’s 
production. 

“It’s quite /ike, I think,” she said, dubiously ; 
“but it’s such a terrible dvawing. It’s turned out 
quite different to-day.” 

“T don’t think mine’s very like,” said Lettice; 
“ but it’s quite a good tla! don’t you think ? ” 

Jean said nothing. 

None of my artist friends have ever yet produced 
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a picture which was at the same time “ like,’’ and a 
good drawing. It is very strange. 

“What exactly is the point of a portrait which is 
a good drawing but not ‘like’ ?”’ I inquired. 

“Economic use of the materials,’ said Lettice, 
“for one thing. Good, clean line. And getting 
inside the model. Just what the artist sees in her. 
As simply as possible. The essentials. After all, you 
don’t want a photograph, do you? ”’ 

“It depends,” I said, doubtfully, examining the 
portrait. “Is that what you see in the sitter, 
Lettice 7” 

“Yes. Another artist, of course, may see some- 
thing quite different.’’ 

‘“‘T hope so,” I murmured, passing behind Mrs. B. 

“TI hope so,” I murmured again, passing behind 
Jean. 

“What do they see in me, Mr. Moon?” said the 
model, demurely. 

“Mrs. Banbury—a cat,’ I said, “ green-eyed, 
dangerous, conscienceless, voracious. Miss Trout—a 
kitten, green-eyed, playful, seductive, heartless. And 
Miss Renton—God bless her!—a canary, a little 
canary, frightened, innocent, a thing of joy, in a kind 
of cage.”’ | 

“A lift, perhaps,’ said Mrs. Banbury. 

“‘ Well,’ said the model, jumping to her feet,” I 
think, perhaps, I’d better go home.” 

‘* The truth, of course ’ T began. 

“Yrs, Mr. Moon?” said four eager voices in 
unison. 

“Ts stranger thanthe pictures. Good-bye, Mrs, Ban- 
bury. I hope I’ve been a help.” 

“You have, indeed. I feel we’ve got at the real 
Phyllis this morning.” 
“Cat, kitten, or canary ?”’ said Phyllis. 
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“All three,’ said Mrs. Banbury. ‘‘ Mr. Moon is 
right. We’re wasting our time. The real Phyllis will 
never be discovered. Not in a picture.” | 

‘““ There are always the movies,” said Lettice Trout, 
unkindly. 

“On the contrary,’ said I, ‘“ the real Phyllis (I 
hope) will shortly be discovered in the Park—with 
me.”’ 

“TI believe she will,’ said Phyllis. ‘ And a pleasant 
change it will be, Mr. Moon.” 

“T shall certainly call on your mother,” said Mrs. 
Banbury. 


CHAPTER VI 


BIRDS OF A FEATHER 


‘““ because Mary Banbury’s coming.” 
“A very poor reason,’ I said. ‘I don’t want 
to see Mary Banbury.”’ 

“‘ She doesn’t want to see you,” said Phyllis. “‘ You 
know what she’s coming for ? ”’ 

“Not precisely. But, in general, when Mary Ban- 
bury moves from one place to another she has one of 
two purposes—either to collect information or to 
distribute it.”’ 

“Exactly. She’s going to tell tales. And I 
thought,” said Phyllis, “‘ you might perhaps be able 
to take the wind out of her tales.” 

‘‘ That would be too cruel,’’ I said, ‘‘ for then there 
would be nothing left of them.” 

“You're very bright to-day, John,’ said Phyllis, 
twinkling. ‘“‘ That’s lucky—Mother doesn’t like her,’ 
she went on, playing with those absurd little ribbons 
she wears in front. 

‘Your mother has taste.”’ 

“And Mary doesn’t like me.” 

“She has none. But you wrong her. She is merely 
jealous.” 

‘“‘ Jealous, Mr. Moon? Do you mean that she likes 
you? You never told me o, 

“Certainly not. Though it is true she follows me 
about as if she did. ‘Envious’ perhaps is the right 
word.” 


T ASKED you to call to-day,’ said Phyllis, 
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“ But why?” 

‘“‘ Because we have adventures, and do odd things, 
and don’t care what people say about them. Because 
we are desperately wicked——” 

“Mr. Moon! ”’ : 

‘““Or so she supposes. And it is the dream of her 
life to have adventures and be desperately wicked ; 
but she doesn’t dare. Kensington is full of such 
people; so is Streatham. Streatham finds romance 
in the imaginary wickedness of film actors. Mary 
finds romance in the imaginary wickedness of her 
friends—especially me,’’ I added. ‘I do her a world 
of good.” 

Phyllis twinkled again. 

“ T think I do my share,” she said, modestly. 

“And yet, to do her justice, she also wants to do 
me good. In fact, if you asked her, she would tell 
you that her only purpose is to make me good. A 
reformer. She has a mission.” 

‘“‘ She has thick ankles,”’ said Phyllis, unkindly. 

Just then dear old placid Mrs. Fair came in and 
raised her hands in mock consternation. 

“What, you two alone ?”’ she said, subsiding into 
a large chair. ‘“‘ What would the dear Banbury say ? 
Oh, dear, Mr. Moon, I’ve been hearing such dreadful 
things about you. On the telephone too,” she added, 
beaming. “‘ And I do hate scandal on the telephone.”’ 

“T’m sorry,” I said. ‘ I’m afraid I’m a fraud.” 

“Don’t tell me that, Mr. Moon,” said Mrs. Fair, 
sitting up. ‘‘ You're the only young man I believe 
in, though you do tell such stories.”’ 

“T only meant,’’ I said, “‘ that I don’t live down to 
my reputation.” 

‘“‘ Please don’t be clever, Mr. Moon. Not till I’ve 
had a cup of tea. Well, what’s this about you and 
Phyllis being stuck for half an hour in a lift ? Good- 
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ness, what a place to choose! You might have been 
killed ! ”’ 

“T felt quite safe, mother,” said Phyllis. ‘‘ One is 
always safer with a married man.” 

“Very true, my dear. But if you want to talk 
quietly to a married man why don’t you take him to 
a night club, or somewhere sensible! A lift, indeed ! ”’ 

“We'd just been to a night club,’ I put in. “ The 
lift was more exciting.”’ 

“Then there was something about the Whispering 
Gallery,’ said Mrs. Fair. ‘‘ Oh, Lord, here she is! ”’ 

Mary Banbury was announced and entered, followed 
rapidly by tea. 

Mrs. Banbury did vot sing a hymn of praise at the 
sight of me. 

Mrs. Banbury, who, to be fair, is quite good-looking, 
and dresses assiduously, cocked her little head on one 
side, and said, “‘I didn’t expect to see you here, Mr. 
Moon.” 

“T expect to see you,” I said, bowing gracefully, 
“wherever I go. To-day, however, I came here with 
a different purpose.” 

“T don’t doubt you did,’ said Mrs. Banbury, 
grimly, turning to Phyllis. But Phyllis only chuckled. 
at her. I wish she would take Mrs. Banbury seriously. 
It is so much more amusing. 

Mrs. Banbury sat down, took a cup of tea, and 
destroyed three people’s reputations in five words. 
Then, ‘‘ Dear Mrs. Fair,” she said, handing up her 
cup, “I want to have a quiet talk with you after- 

wards.” 

“Oh, dear!’ said the old lady, ae “T know 
what that means. Can’t you tell Phyllis, Mary? 
She arranges all my gossip for me.” 

“No,” said Mrs. Banbury. ‘“‘ This is worse than 


gossip.” 
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‘There is only one thing worse than gossip,’’ said 
Phyllis, with innocent, wide-open eyes. ‘ And 
that is the truth. You're not going to begin that, 
Mary ?”’ 

“Goodness, child, what dreadful things you say !” 
said her mother, beaming with pleasure. 

‘“‘ Gossip,” said Mrs. Banbury, her eyes bright for 
battle, ‘‘ concerns the past. J am concerned with the 
future ; which may ’’—and her voice fell hollow, and 
her eye fell on me—* which may be worse.”’ 

“Tf it’s Mr. Moon you mean,” said Mrs. Fair, 
comfortably, “‘ I’m sure nothing could be worse than 
his past, judging from what you've told me about it, 
Mary—at various times.”’ 

Mrs. Banbury hurriedly set down her cup, and came 
as near choking as it is possible for a lady to do at 
afternoon tea. 

To cover her confusion I rose, placed my back to 
the fender, and cleared my throat, as one about to 
make an important pronouncement. 

“Mrs. Fair,” I said, ‘I shall shortly leave you to 
your quiet talk with Mrs. Banbury. But before I go 
I have something to say to you, which I think Mrs. 
Banbury has a right to hear; and knowing her to be 
the soul of discretion fy 

“Goodness!”’ said Mrs. Fair, fanning herself, 
“‘ what’s come over the man ? ”’ 

“It is a confession,’ I went on, weakly avoiding 
her gaze. “I have recently, on two occasions, been 
guilty of indiscreet conduct towards your daughter. 
First, when viewing the Whispering Gallery with a 
party, which included Miss Fair and another lady, I 
whispered into the wall the words ‘I love you’; and 
though they were both some fifty yards away there 
is no doubt that the words must be taken to have 
been addressed—and were so taken—to one or other 
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of the ladies. I cannot defend this action,” I said, 
glancing at Mrs. Banbury, and from her to Phyllis. — 

“Second,” I went on, after a slight pause to cover 
my emotion, “‘ when in a lift with your daughter, in 
order to enjoy a private and uninterrupted conversa- 
tion with her, I deliberately pressed the ‘Stop’ 
button half-way between two floors, and for a period 
variously estimated as between ten minutes and 
three-quarters of an hour pretended falsely that the 
lift had broken down. 

“This action also was indefensible,’ I continued, 
half choking. ‘“‘ Further, as Mrs. Banbury has said, 
the future may be worse; and, rather than run the 
risk of doing worse, I am now resolved to say good-bye 
to your daughter for ever. For ever,’ I repeated 
brokenly. 

Phyllis, much overcome, had buried her face in the 
end of the sofa. Mrs. Banbury was extremely red ; 
but she looked expectantly at Mrs. Fair. 

That lady opened her mouth and uttered a musical 
and prolonged peal of laughter. 

“Goodness, Mr. Moon!”’ said she, wiping her eyes, 
‘“‘ what nonsense you talk! I thought you were serious 
for once.” 

“Good-bye, Phyllis,’ I said, holding out my hand. 
“ For the last time.”’ 

“Stuff and nonsense!”’ said Mrs. Fair. ‘ You'll 
do nothing of the sort. Who’s going to take my 
daughter out, I’d like to know, if the married men 
desert her ? ”’ 

“ Really, Mrs. Fair! ’’ said Mrs. Banbury, ‘‘ I must 
say Me | 

“Well, you can’t trust the single ones,” said Mrs, 
Fair. “That I do know. They keep her up all 
hours, they tell her horrible stories, they give her 
horrible drinks, and as like as not they’re after her 
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money, or are only hard up for a dancing-partner. 
But if a married man bothers to take her out, I do 
know she'll be treated with proper respect, and 
properly looked after. And not worried to death with 
proposals,’ she added. 

“You're very trustful,’’ began Mrs. Banbury, a 
little nastily. 

“ Tf I can’t trust Phyllis to take care of herself she’s 
no daughter of mine.” 

““She is very much a daughter of yours,’ I put in, 
gently. 

“All the same,” said the old lady, “‘ you’re not to 
make her look ridiculous, Mr. Moon. And I don’t 
think you ought to make love to any girl in the 
Whispering Gallery. It’s not decent. Take her to 
a night club, as I said before. And now, dear children, 
I am going to sleep.” : 

With which words the old lady closed her eyes and 
instantly began to snore. 

I looked at Mrs. Banbury, and Mrs. Banbury looked 
at me. Mrs. Banbury opened her mouth, and shut it 
again, without saying a word. I have never seen this 
happen before—or since. 

“Good-bye,” I said. ‘“‘Won’t you join us at 
Boom’s one night? We have a party there most 
Fridays ? ”’ 

‘““ Jack doesn’t dance,’ she said, with a strange 
meekness, eyeing me uncertainly. : 

“Young Gordon Smith dances very well,” I said, 
casually. 3 

Mrs. Banbury said nothing; but a kind of warm 
gleam came into her pale blue eyes, and for the first 
time she smiled a sort of soft human smile. And for 
the first time I felt a little wicked. 3 

A few evenings later, acting on Mrs. Fair’s advice, 
I was talking to Phyllis in the sitting-out-room at 


BIRDS OF A FEATHER 65 


Boom’s. Decorations—fantastic; cypresses and 
deserts. Divans—spacious. Cushions—huge and gay. 
Lights—shaded and low. 

“‘T have noticed,”’ I was saying, “‘ that in haunts of 
pleasure of this kind it is considered necessary to talk 
in the manner of the decorations—staccato, smart, 
unnatural, highly coloured, and rather pee: I’m 
afraid I can’t do it, Phyllis.” 

“Please don’t try,’”’ said Phyllis. “ I much prefer 
an ordinary dull man. Listen.” 

Close behind sat a couple with their backs to us, 
talking brightly in the manner described. 

“What about another ?”’ said the man. 

““ Had another—had enough,” was the answer. 

“Can't have enough of a good thing.” 

“ You know too much,” said the woman, with a 
hard, gay laugh. 

“Then shall we circulate ? ’’ said the man (meaning 

“dance ’’). 
boot think I’m tired.’’ 

“Tired! What you doing last night, then ? ”’ 

St ae said the woman, wickedly, ‘“‘ Give you 
three guesses.”’ 

““One’s enough,” said the man, and whispered 
something. 

“Wrong !”’ cried the other, skittishly, jumping up. 
*“* Shall us, then ? ”’ 

“Yes! Let’s!”? And they departed into the 
dancing-room. 

‘“T wish I could talk like that,” I said. 

“TI know exactly what she was doing last night,” 
said Phyllis, slowly. “She was knitting socks in 
Eveleigh Gardens.” 

“How do you know ?”’ 

“Because I was there. We dined with the Ban- 
burys.”’ 

5 
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“Mary Banbury! Good Heavens! So it was,” I 
cried. ‘‘ I knew I knew the voice. Good heavens! ”’ 
I said again, shocked, I must confess. 

“ You were right,’”’ said Phyllis. ‘ She’s having an 
adventure.” 

“ Who with ? ” 

“T couldn’t see. He didn’t sound much.” 

“He sounded a little too much, I thought.” 

“That’s the worst of Mary. If she does do the 
right thing, she’s bound to do it in the wrong way 
with the wrong people.”’ | 

“ That’s the worst of Puritans. When they come 
off the pedestal they fall with such a bump. Let us 
go and inspect the adventurers.” 


The lights had failed at one end of the dancing- 
room, which is long and narrow ; and that end was in 
semi-darkness. As a result the usual dismal sobriety 
of the room was being relaxed, we found. For as we 
entered the Dark End I observed with astonishment 
that two, at least, of the couples passionately kissed 
each other. We danced on into the light, unscathed. 

“Tt is odd, Phyllis,”’ I remarked, “ that in spite of 
my extreme regard for you, and in spite of the views 
which I expressed in a lift not long ago, I feel no 
temptation to salute you in that manner and in that 
place.” 

“It ts odd,” said Phyllis. ‘‘ You’re a very incon- 
sistent person, Mr. Moon. There’s Gordon!” 

“And there’s Mrs. B.! Just ahead.” 

“Oh! Where?” cried Phyllis. “Oh, yes! Isn’t 
he handsome ?”’ she breathed in my ear, very agree- 
ably. 

“Rather dashing,’ I admitted. 

“A nice moustache,” 

“ Too military.” 
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“Who can he be?”’ said Phyllis. ‘‘ They seem to 
know each other very well.” 

‘“‘ They do,” I said, with my eye on the dancers. 

We passed on into the Dark End, just behind the 
adventurers. 

“IT wish you wouldn’t push me backwards the whole 
time,” said Phyllis. ‘‘ I can’t see.” 

“It is odd,” I began, “‘ that you and I should be 
watching Mary B. misbeha Good heavens ! ”’ 

““What’s the matter ? ” 

‘“‘T think,” I said, “‘ we had better go and sit out.” 

We did. 

“What was it ?.” said Phyllis again. 

‘ Wild horses ” T began. 

“It’s all right,” she said, gravely. “I’m afraid 
I’ve guessed. Oh, dear!” 

Just then the music stopped and Mrs. Banbury 
swam towards us, followed by the dashing stranger 
and, a little sulky, Mr. Gordon Smith. 

“Ah!” she cried, gay and unabashed, “I was 
wondering if I should see you! You weren't here on 
Monday, were you ?”’ 

““T never dance on Monday, ” TI said, seriously. 
“‘ And if I did, I should keep it very dark. It is the 
beginning of the end.” 

They sat down, and we were introduced. At least 
Mrs. B. mumbled at each of us, “Do you know 
Mr.——’”’; but it was clear enough that she did not 
know his name. 

“Who is he? ” I whispered presently, under cover 
of the young man’s machine-gun conversation. 

“Oh, I’ve met him here once or twice,” she said, 
vaguely, with a little toss of the head. 

“Once or twice ?”’ I echoed, raising my eyebrows. 

Mrs. B. looked at me defiantly. 

“Well, once,”’ she said. ‘It was your fault.” 
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‘“T feel very guilty,’’ I said. 

‘So you ought,’’ said she, looking across at Phyllis. 

“Not at all,” I said. “I was thinking of you. 
Phyllis and I,” I added, “‘ are grown-ups.” 

Mrs. Banbury flushed, and looked away. 

Meanwhile the dashing stranger had produced what 
is known as a “‘ wad ”’ of notes and was ordering costly 
refreshment, firing off a string of witticisms at the 
waiter as he did so. 

It was now one o'clock. Two bottles of champagne 
and five plates of eggs and bacon were set before us. 
The young man paid for all. 

Mr. Smith became eloquent on the subject of police- 
raids. | 

‘J hear a Scotland Yard man tried to get in to- 
night,” he remarked, indignantly. “‘ Gave a member’s 
name, they say, the tyke! ”’ 

‘““They saw his boots, I guess,” said the stranger, 
wittily, and Mrs. Banbury laughed admiringly. 

“It’s a dirty trick,’ said Mr. Smith. ‘“‘ Why can’t 
they leave us alone ? ”’ 

“ Right, boy. One law for the rich and another for 
the poor—that’s what it is. And, after all, there’s 
nothing wrong with this place, only that it breaks the 
law—eh ? ”’ 

We all laughed heartily, and drank more champagne. 

“Well, I hope they won’t come to-night,’ laughed 
Mrs. Banbury. 

“Don’t you worry,” the stranger said. “‘I knowa 
bully little fire-escape if they do.” 
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‘‘ Phyllis,” I whispered, ‘‘ I have conceived a sudden 
distaste for this haunt of pleasure. Let us go.” 

“Are you seeing yourself as others see you ?”’ said 
Phyllis. 

“No,” I said. “I am seeing Mary as Mary sees 
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us. Go and get your things, will you—and wait 
outside ? ”’ 

“We're going, Mary,’ I said, as Phyllis slipped 
away. ‘ Won’t you come too?” 

“Oh, not yet, Mr. Moon !’’ Mrs. Banbury protested. 

“Sure? There might be a raid, you know.”’ 

“Oh, nonsense! I’m just beginning to enjoy 
myself.’ 

“You can’t go yet, you know,” said the stranger, 
with authority, looking at his watch. “ The night is 
young, my boy.” 

“ True,’ I said. ‘‘ Very well, then. By the way, 
do you know Lady Burberry? Id like to introduce 
you,” and seizing the young man by the elbow I led 
him across the room to a beautiful creature with the 
appearance of a mannequin, a complete stranger, I 
regret to say. 

“Do you know Lord Ronald?” I said. ‘ Lord 
Ronald—Lady Burberry.’ And I left them stammer- 
ing at each other. 

I stepped swiftly back and whispered three words 
in Mrs. Banbury’s ear. 

“Rubbish !’’ she replied, but instantly took my 
arm and sailed with flying colour from the room. 

Mrs. Banbury, I think, has never spent so little time 
-in a cloak-room. . 

“Damn it!” I said, halting half-way down the 
stairs, “‘ I’ve forgotten your partner.”’ 

“That brute!’’ said Mrs. Banbury. ‘‘ Don’t speak 
of him!” 

“Mr. Smith,” I said. 

“ TI forgot him too,’’ said she. 

There was a great clamour above, and a door was 
slammed. 

“Too late,’ I said, and we passed on. 

“ Poor Mr. Smith! ”’ said Phyllis. 


3? 


70 THE OLD FLAME 


We all went the next day to see Mr. Smith fined ten 
pounds as an “ illicit consumer.” 

Mrs. B.’s dashing friend gave his evidence with 
admirable clearness, and looked very well in his 
uniform. 

“The beast !’’ muttered Mrs. B., pallid under her 
veil, ‘‘ To pretend like that! ”’ 

“Be fair,” I said. ‘I don’t imagine it was all 
pretence—by any means. After all, the police are 
only human.”’ 

Mrs. Banbury blushed. I looked away. When I 
looked again she had raised her veil. Just the tiniest 
bit. <4 


CHAPTER VII 


THE COMPROMISE 


discomfiture of a lady, however much she deserves 
it; and Il am not the man to doit. I will say at 
once that I am very sorry about this affair. 

Mary Banbury had behaved most strangely since 
the night at Boom’s, when Phyllis and I found her 
losing her head with the dashing young detective, 
who afterwards took part in the police-raid. Phyllis 
and I, on the other hand, have behaved most nobly. 
Never by a word or a look have we reminded Mary 
of the episode. Nor have we so much as hinted at it 
-to others; we have even discouraged young Mr. 
Smith from spreading about the tale. 

And Mary, we supposed, was grateful. At any 
rate, she had shown a very new anxiety for our 
company, and treated us with a very new warmth. 
Phyllis and I were now one of her week-end party at 
“ Slings,’ the Banbury’s charming old house at 
Mortlake. It is a huge place on the south bank of 
the river, with a great walled garden full of mag- 
nificent trees behind it, a kind of country-house in 
town. 

It was undeniably summer. A lazy breeze stirred 
in the tree-tops, but a haze of heat shimmered on the 
dry lawn. Phyllis and I sat in long chairs under the 
chestnut with long lemonades beside us, the water- 
lily pond before us; and we watched Jack Banbury 
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I: is not the part of a gentleman to gloat over the | 
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mowing the lawn beyond. And what is more pleasant 
than that ? It is indeed a great delight to see the long 
smooth columns spread gradually across the grass ; 
and as one smooth column succeeded another, one 
light, one dark, another light, another dark, we grew 
more and more pleased with ourselves. We even 
criticized when a column went a little wobbly. 

Phyllis sighed suddenly. 

“Another wobble!’’ she complained. ‘‘ Oh, dear! 
I feel as if in some way I was responsible for the 
lawn.” 

“And I feel,” I said, ‘as if I was doing the work 
myself. I get this feeling by lying back and watching 
Jack Banbury through half-closed eyes. Try it.” 

“T will,’ said Phyllis, sleepily. “I can hardly 
keep my eyes open as it is’’ ; and she tried it for some 
five minutes. 

_ Phyllis looks very well with her eyes closed. One 
does not often see her so. And in a summer frock, 
with one hand behind her head and one soft arm in 
her lap, and her roguish lips demure and still for once, 
and a touch of the apple in her cheeks, and 

“TI thought,” said Phyllis, suddenly opening her 
eyes, “‘ that you were going to try it too, Mr. Moon.” 

‘“‘T can hardly keep my eyes shut,” I said. 

At this point Mary Banbury blew violently round 
the corner of the house, gave a flustered little cry, 
remarked, ‘‘ I’m sorry,” and blew away again. 

“Why are you sorry ?’’ I called after her, but there 
was no answer. 

‘Have you noticed,” said Phyllis, reflectively, 
“that Mary has become much more broad-minded 
recently—since Boom’s ? ”’ 

‘“‘T have observed with interest and gratitude that 
she positively flings us together, Miss Fair.’’ 

‘““ And I have observed that she deliberately arranges 
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to leave us alone together—almost as if we were 
engaged, Mr. Moon.” 

‘“‘ And then bursts in upon us—quite as if we were 
married.”’ , 

“You ave married, Mr. Moon.” 

““ She seems to have forgotten that. Do you know 
that during the past three days she has never once 
inquired when Angela and I are to be reunited ? ” 

“It is extraordinary,” said Phyllis. “‘ And how 
sweet she is to us!” ) 

“ Extraordinarily sweet.’ 

“It may be,’’ Phyllis mused, looking at me very 
gravely, ‘‘ that her own indiscretion has made her 
more charitable to others. Not that we are indis- 
creet,’”’ she added, looking at the pool. 

“It may be so,’’ I said, looking at the sky. 

“What else can it be? ”’ 

I made no reply. 

“T hope you have no uncharitable thoughts, Mr. 
Moon ? ”’ 

I made no reply. 

“You see,’”’ continued Phyllis, ‘‘ she is just as sweet 
‘to everybody. Look how she flings Jean and Stephen 
together.”’ . 

“It’s hardly the same thing,” I said. ‘“‘She wants 
Jean and Stephen to get engaged in her house. That’s 
why she sent them off to the Dutch garden.” 

“There she goes,” said Phyllis. And there was 
Mary’s yellow sun-hat bobbing busily away under the 
limes. 

“In the direction of the Dutch garden,” I observed. 
“It is Mary’s fondest dream that before this week- 
end is over she will come round a corner and find Jean 
and Stephen in each other’s arms. So, you see, Miss 
Fair,’ I concluded, “‘ it’s not at all the same thing.” 

“TI hope not, Mr. Moon.” 
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Mrs. Banbury, indeed, was making no secret of her 
match-making ambitions. Every one had known for 
some time that Jean and Stephen were devoted to 
each other; but nothing, it seemed, would induce 
them to communicate the facts to each other— 
Stephen too frightened, and Jean too languorous to 
encourage him. They mooned about together, Stephen 
happily talking “‘ law-shop ’”’ and Jean happily dream- 
ing about something else. They are an excellent 
match, for nobody without Jean’s peculiar capacity 
for repose in all circumstances could possibly endure 
a life of Stephen’s law-shop. But they would not 
advance. Their courting reminded me of the courting 
of newts, of which the female stands perfectly motion- 
less, while the male poses in front of her, curiously 
contorting himself and lashing his tail, and generally | 
suggesting immoderate affection, but never actually 
approaching her. To bring such a couple to “ the 
scratch ’’ would indeed be a triumph for any hostess, 
and I well understood Mrs. Banbury’s eagerness. 


Jack Banbury came towards us, mopping his ruddy 
face. He is simple, hearty, and a stockbroker; the 
slave of his wife, and fond of practical jokes. He is 
entirely brainless ; indeed, there is no harm in him of 
any kind, only that he has never grown up. Deplor- 
ably lacking in taste and delicacy of feeling, like his 
wife ; but she ought to know better—Jack does not. 

And, upon my word, when I contemplate the 
vulgarity and dullness of Jack I can almost forgive 
her for the excessive interest she shows in the affairs 
of other people. 

“ Well,”’ he said, breezily, lying flat on his broad 
back, “‘ and what’s the betting now ? ”’ 

“What’s the event ? ”’ I inquired. 

“The Marriage Stakes,’ grinned our host. “ I’ve 
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a level fiver with Fraser ’’ (Fraser was another guest— 
an average-adjuster, and high in his profession) ‘ that 
Mary brings it off before to-morrow—and I wouldn’t 
mind betting I lose my money,”’ he concluded, gloomily. 
“Look at last night! What more could the man 
want? Dancing, a full moon, a hot night, cosy 
corners all over the garden, champagne, cress-sand- 
wiches, no dew on the lawn, and not another man so 
much as spoke to the girl. There they were, dancin’, 
sittin’ out, dancin’, sittin’ out, for four or five hours. 
And no further at the end of it than they were before ! ”’ 
I glanced at Phyllis. Her eyes were closed. I half- 
closed mine. Jack’s remarks are very often addressed 
to an audience of this kind. 
‘“T tell you what,” he said, ‘‘ I’ve got an idea. For 
-I’m damned if we don’t fix things somehow to-night. 
Look here, my wife tells me the young man’s full of 
old-fashioned Divorce Court notions, and, she says, if 
once he thought he’d compromised the girl he’d pro- 
pose to her the next minute.” 
“What do you mean by ‘ compromise’ ? ”’ 
“Well, I mean, if he was found in her bedroom or 
something,” said Jack, crudely, “‘ like they are on the 
stage, you know!” 
“ Really, Jack,” I said, faintly, ‘“‘I must remind 
you that these two young lovers are your guests.”’ 
“That would be compromising her,’’ he went on 
gaily, ignoring my remark, “‘ technically—though what 
harm he’d be likely to do when he hasn’t even the 
courage to propose I don’t quite know. The question 
is, how to get him into her bedroom ? ”’ 
“Why not send him an invitation?’’ I asked, 
helpfully. 
‘Be serious, old man,” said my host. ‘ By the 
way, I suppose, Miss Fair ts asleep?” he added, 
anxiously. 
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‘“‘ T certainly hope so,” I said, and we both examined 
Miss Fair. It seemed that she was asleep. ‘ But in 
case she’s not, perhaps we'd better discuss some other 
aspect of the matter.”’ 

Jack’s only reply to this was to crawl across to me, 
and continue his remarks in a loud and penetrating 
whisper. 

“Didn’t you say you walked in your sleep some- 
times ? ”’ 

I nodded. 

‘Well, my idea is this, old man.” And thereupon 
he unfolded a crude and distasteful stratagem. 

I was to pretend to walk in my sleep. Jack was 
to be aroused by my movements, and, frightened for 
my safety, summon Stephen Trout to assist him. 
Together they were to follow me, taking care, as 
tradition dictates, not to wake me. Iwas to lead them 
to Jean’s room (to be fair to the man, the thing was 
to happen at an early hour, so that the girl would 
not be frightened), somnambulate into her room, fol- 
lowed by my protectors, and, passing out again, 
dreamily lock Stephen in (Jack undertook to see that 
the key was outside). Result, Jean and Stephen in 
compromising situation—door opened (by Jack) half 
an hour later—and out steps Stephen dramatically, 
announcing engagement. 

“You're no sport, Moon,” said my host, ruefully, 
when I had given my answer to this strange proposal. 

Fortunately, just then, Phyllis woke up, and I gave 
no further thought to it. The evening passed quietly. 
Jean and Stephen walked up and down the lawn in the 
moonlight for some time, but when they came in it 
was evident that they were no more engaged than 
they were before. I reflected with satisfaction that 
Jack had lost his bet, and we all went to bed. 

I had just turned my light out when there was a 
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knock at the door, which was opened stealthily, and 
I heard in a whisper the words, ‘“‘ Come on, Moon! 
Be a sport, old man!” 

I opened my mouth to revile my host—and I 
thought better of it. I detest practical jokes, but 
I believe in “an eye for an eye”’ in some things. 
I decided to be a sport. 

I rose slowly out of my bed and stood at the side of 
it, muttering, while I slipped my feet into my bedroom 
slippers. Then, stretching out my arms in a groping 
manner, I stalked past Banbury into the dim corridor, 
and through my half-closed eyes I was glad to see that 
he had nothing on his feet. 

“ Capital, old man!’ he chuckled. ‘“ That’s the 
stuff.’’ : 

“Shall I not throw it in the lake?” I replied, 
weirdly, and then, very rapidly, ‘‘ Where-is-my-hat- 
don’t-send-me-away-Jane ! ”’ 

I then turned to the left, and walked away with a 
brisk but, as I thought, an uncanny gait, Jack patter- 
ing behind. I went past Jean’s room, past Phyllis’s 
room, past the Banburys’ room, past the bathroom, 
where I heard splashings, down the stairs and on to 
the front door, catching as I went a stealthy ‘‘ Wait a 
bit, old boy !”’ 

As I was fumbling at the bolts Jack whispered, 
“Steady on, old boy! This is no damn good! 
Upstairs |” 

“The forest! The forest!’’ I answered, bleakly. 
“You shall not prevent me.”’ 

So saying I stepped out and walked rapidly across 
the gravel-drive. A chilly night-breeze had come up 
with the tide, and the gravel, as I knew, is full of sharp 
flints, some of which I could feel even through my 
slippers. I was therefore glad to hear Jack running. 
He ran round in front and peered anxiously at me; I 
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gazed at him with wide, unseeing eyes, not halting for 
an instant. And I heard him mutter in a tone of awe 
to himself, ‘“ Good God ! ”’ 

He then fell in behind and followed me meekly 
back across the drive, uttering occasionally small 
sounds expressive of pain. At the front door I 
sheered off to the left again and recrossed the drive. 
Jack then, remembering apparently some casual scrap 
of information about sleep-walkers, assumed the voice 
of a Stronger Will, and, pointing the the house, said 
sternly, “Go back, man! Go back to the house! 
Do you hear me? ”’ 

I paid no attention and passed on into the kitchen 
garden, where there is a bramble hedge, a very small | 
path, and a great number of nettles. I walked round 
the kitchen garden four times, Jack groaning and 
cursing quietly behind, and occasionally turning on 
the Stronger Will. 

Then, gathering speed, I rounded the house and made 
for the river; Jack gave a little yelp and began to 
run. Half-way to the river I began to feel chilly, so, 
turning sharply, I scurried back into the house and 
slipped for dear life up the back stairs, leaving Jack a 
long way behind. 

Along the corridor I sleep-walked again, muttering 
a little, and for a very good reason. It seemed to me 
in the gloom that, as I approached, two of the doors 
were stealthily closed; it seemed to me also that I 
caught a glimpse of white and the suppressed chuckle 
of a lady. 

So Mrs. Banbury was in the Great Stratagem as 
well ! 

I became immediately the prey of one of those 
impish, hasty resolutions which afflict the best of us 
at times. 

At the corner of the corridor I turned and waited. 
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I saw Jack come up the stairs and disappear in the 
direction of Stephen’s room, breathing heavily, no 
doubt to summon his aid in good earnest. I then 
stalked back along the corridor. This time the 
suspected door was quite certainly an inch or two 
ajar. I approached and firmly pushed it open. For 
I had decided that Mrs. Banbury should play the part 
designed for Jean. 

“For shame!’”’ you remark. You are right. 

The door resisted a moment only, and was softly 
closed behind me as I stalked across the moonlit 
room. 

““ Excuse - me - I - must - post - these - letters - I - 
must-post-them-soon,”’ I said rapidly, and turned. 

The figure by the door made a faint giggling sound. 
I was surprised to see that she wore pyjamas—I had 
never thought of Mrs. Banbury in pyjamas. 

“You must be tired after all that walking, Mr. — 
Moon,” said Phyllis, softly. | 

“Good Lord!’”’ I murmured. ‘‘ The wrong room ! 
I’m awfully sorry, Phyllis.” 

“TIT assume you are still asleep, Mr. Moon ?”’ 

“ Of course ! ”’ 

“Then I have no complaint to make,” said Phyllis, 
calmly. “‘ Won’t you sit down ?”’ 

“Td better go ” and I moved towards the door. 

“Too late,’’ she whispered. ‘‘Sh!’’ There were 
voices outside—Jack’s, “‘ He went along here,’”’ and 
Stephen’s, “‘ We mustn’t wake him, whatever we do. 
There was a case once ” and Mary’s, just going 
on and on. 

I sat down in the window, Phyllis on the bed. It 
would be indelicate to describe a lady in these circum- 
stances, and I shall not doit. I will only say that her 
hair was down, and was much longer than I had 
imagined. 
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‘“T suppose you realize, Mr. Moon,” said Phyllis, 
“that you are ‘compromising’ me?” And I’m 
afraid she giggled again. 

‘On the stage,’”’ I replied, “‘ or in a court of law, 
this would certainly amount to a compromising 
situation. But then, of course, I am asleep.” 

‘“‘ Of course,’’ said Phyllis. 

‘““And fortunately few of us conduct ourselves as 
the law expects us to, even when awake.” 

“Of course,’ said Phyllis. ‘‘ At the same time, if 
Mary Banbury came in is 

“She would be delighted.” 

“T’m afraid she would.” 

There was a knock at the door. 

‘““ This,’’ I whispered, “‘ is becoming like a French 
farce.” 

‘There is one important difference, Mr. Moon.” 

Bi fas san 

“The villain is asleep, Mr. Moon. Stay quiet 
behind the curtain, Mr. Moon.”’ And she opened the 
door. 

Jean slipped in, with an armful of sponges, fresh, 
it seemed, from the bathroom. She embraced Phyllis, 
which is unusual, and informed her shyly, as a secret, 
that a marriage had been arranged between herself 
and Stephen Trout on the previous Friday evening. 

The prescribed amount of kissing took place. 

“But why a secret ?”’ said Phyllis, at last. 

“Well, we don’t want Mary to be able to say she 
brought it off. Stephen says it would throw a shadow 
over the whole of our married life. We shall go to 
Scotland or somewhere and have a formal engagement 
there. 

‘“Poor Mary,’’ said Phyllis chuckling. ‘‘ Well, I 
won’t tell. And Mr. Moon won’t tell—because he’s 
asleep.” 
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“Mr. Moon?” said Jean, blankly. ‘‘ You may tell 
him if you like.” The dear creature ! 

Deeply moved, I left my curtain and, swaying 
towards the astonished girl, shook her warmly by the 
hand; and I said dreamily, ‘‘ Luck. Oh, luck! 
Poor Mary! Open the door, open the door, the 
forest.”’ 

Jean opened the door, and stood behind it, in a 
frightened manner. 

At that moment I heard the sound of the search- 
party returning from the back stairs. Phyllis looked 
at me, and I looked at Phyllis with wide, unseeing 
eyes. Jean began hurriedly to close the door (Jean 
goes to too many French farces), but Phyllis stopped 
her. 

‘“‘Stay there,’ she whispered ; then popped into the 
passage and cried mysteriously, ‘‘ Mary! Mary! Mr. 
Banbury! Help!” 

“Yes, dear,’’ piped Mrs. Banbury, and the search- 
party appeared in the doorway, carrying candles, 
and looking, I am bound to say, exceedingly ridi- 
culous. — 

“It’s Mr. Moon,” whispered Phyllis. ‘‘ He’s 

been standing there stock still for ten minutes, 
and I can’t get him to move. I think he must be 
asleep.”’ 
I stood stock still, with my chin tilted, faintly 
flapping my arms, and muttering. And through my 
wide, unseeing eyes I saw a look of unholy joy on 
Mrs. Banbury’s face. 

“So that’s where he went!”’ she said, advancing, 
“How very curious! Poor child, you must have been 
frightened ! ”’ 

“Oh, no!” said Phyllis. ‘“ But I knew it was 
dangerous to wake him up. Don’t talk too 
loud.” 
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‘Leave him to me,’ said Jack, and fixed his iron 
gaze upon me, 

““Go-back-to-your-room,”’ he said invincibly. ‘“‘ Go- 
back-to-your-room. Go-back wt 

“The pig is black,’”’ I murmured, “ the pig is black. 
But how much blacker is the sow, however,” I added, 
with a deep sigh. 

Jack and Mary recoiled. 

“Are you quite suve he’s asleep?” said Mary, 
peering suspiciously and raising her voice, ‘‘ I don’t 
believe he’s asleep at all, Really, Mr. Moon——’” 

‘Sh!’ said Phyllis. 

“Tf you ask me, Phyllis,” said Mary, severely, still 
louder, “‘ this is all a piece of Mr. Moon’s—— How 
long has he been here ? ”’ 

“Tm quite sure he’s asleep,” said a gentle voice 
from behind the door. “I’ve been watching him all 
the time.” 

“Jean! You there too!” | 
They all turned; and through my wide, unseeing 
eyes I saw a look of great sadness on Mrs, Banbury’s 

face. 

“Yes, wasn’t it lucky, Mary?” said Phyllis in 
a kind of coo, “I might have been frightened other- 
wise,”’ 

‘‘T remember,’’ began Stephen, “ there was a case 
once where a man committed a larceny in his sleep. 
It was held by the Divisional Court - 

“Look out!’ said Phyllis. “ He’s moving. 
Stephen’s done it.”’ 

Slowly, with dignity, groping before me, I passed 
out of the room, the party following me. 

‘““ Jean,” I muttered, halting at my door, ‘“ Jean! 
Be careful. There is a plot. A plot. I cannot 
remember. Oh, dear!’ And sighing heavily, I 
passed within. 
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“ Well, if I were you, Phyllis,” I heard Mrs. Banbury 
say, ‘‘ I should lock your door. You too, Jean.” 

“TI fancy Jean’s is locked already,’ said Phyllis, 
sweetly. “‘Isn’t it, Mr. Banbury ? ” 

Mr. Banbury made no reply. 

“Poor Mary !’’ I said to myself. 


CHAPTER VIII 


“ PARALLEL LINES ” 


many lives, as, indeed, all Fridays are. For we 

know that all Fridays are unlucky. Indeed, when 
I consider the number and variety of misfortunes 
recorded to have befallen my own friends on that 
ill-omened day I sometimes marvel that the human 
race as a whole should have so long survived a system 
which allows for a Friday every week. It is for- 
tunate perhaps that we do not remember with the 
same fidelity of association those ills which fall on a 
Tuesday or a Wednesday; for otherwise the week 
would be scarcely supportable. 

But there it is. We forget what happened on a 
Thursday, however unpleasant. But this was a 
Friday, and I shall never forget it. Perhaps in some 
unconscious struggle against the omens, I dined 
severely alone at the club; and when I saw young 
Mr. Gordon Smith hovering towards me at the door 
I did not see him, but buried my face in the fourth 
page of an exceedingly modern novel, which I had 
read and re-read two or three times without blundering 
on the author’s meaning. 

After three weeks of bachelor independence the 
delight of reading at meals was as fresh as ever, and 
I read the page with satisfaction for the rest of dinner. 
At the dessert, however, Mr. Smith sidled up, and 
remarking, ‘‘ I say, do you mind if I ?”’ sat down. 
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He was immaculate and handsome in white waist- 
coat and tails, and I do not think I looked better 
myself. ~ 

“ Hullo!” I said, shutting my book with perfect 
breeding. ‘‘ Seen anything of Phyllis lately ? ” 

The ancient Romans, we are taught, began a ques- 
tion with the word Nwm when they expected the 
answer ‘‘ No,” and with the word Nonne when they 
expected the answer “ Yes.’’ There is no record of 
what they said when they received the wrong answer. 

“Yes,” said Mr. Smith. “I took her to Ascot 
yesterday.” | 

“Oh!” I said. My question had begun with 
Num. | 

“T’ve been thinking over your advice, Mr. Moon,” 
he went on, stammering a little, ‘‘ some weeks ago. 
By Jove, it was at this very table, I believe! ”’ 

“‘ Curious,’ I murmured helpfully. I have seldom 
dined at any other table. 

“ You were right, of course,’ he said. 

“ That’s very gratifying. What was it I said?” 

“You know—about Phyllis,” he said, earnestly. 
‘“* Not seeing so much of her these weeks, I’ve realized 
just what she is to me—just as you said,” 

“And just what is she to you? ”’ 

‘‘ She’s—she’s ’’—the boy paused, fumbling for the 
exact, the poetical, the crumpling phrase—“ she’s 
AI.” 

‘“‘ She is Ar to a good many people,” I said, wisely. 
““T suppose Jean Renton’s engagement made a good 
deal of difference ? Have a glass of port.”’ 

Mr. Smith threw me a defensive look out of the 
corner of his eye, and gladly took refuge in the port. 

“No,” he said. ‘‘No, no. You were right about 
that too. I realized long ago that Jean wasn’t 
quite Of course, she’s———”’ he continued lucidly. 
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“But she isn’t really——_-._ _ If you understand me. I 
mean, I could never have felt for her—— Not really, 
I mean Not like Phyllis . 

“Well,” I said, “Im very glad.” “And @, 
believe I was. ‘Are you dancing with her to- 
night ?”’ , 


- Again my question began with Num, but this time, 
I regret to say, it was betting on a certainty. 

“No,” said Mr. Smith. “I tried to get her, but 
she’s doing something else.” 

“Is she?’ I murmured, sympathetic. 

“ But I am dancing,’ he continued, cheerfully, and 
then, with an anxious note, ‘“‘ I say, you don’t think 
it’s rotten of me to go out with another woman, after 
—after what I’ve just said 

‘‘ After your passionate avowal about Miss Fair ? 
No, no, my boy. You're quite right to show your 
independence. Who is she?” 

‘‘ She’s a new friend,” he replied, with some satis- 
faction. ‘‘ Awfully fine woman. And the best dancer 
I know. Of course,” he added, ‘‘ she’s much older 
than I am—at least, I should think so. It’s not the 
same sort of thing, you know i 

‘The same as what ? ”’ 

“The same as, well—Phyllis.”’ 

“Of course not.” 

‘“‘ But I like dancing, and she’s such a good dancer 
—and——”’ 

“And you like dancing with her ? ”’ 

oy Tied Soak. 

“Of course,’ I said, “‘ you’re an expert. I’m not. 
But, if you are, I believe that the age and appearance 
of the partner is immaterial—it’s the sheer artistic 
joy of doing the thing well. Youth and beauty don’t 
count.”’ 

“ That’s true,” said Mr. Smith, with enthusiasm. 
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“ Four feet that beat as one? ”’ 

“Yes,” he said, but with a dubious glance. 

“Where are you going? ’’ I asked, with a polite 
show of interest. 

“I thought probably the ‘ Thames.’ ”’ 

“Oh!” I said, with real interest. ‘‘ I shouldn’t go 
there, would you? Not if you're going for the 
dancing. It’s nice and quiet, of course, but the 
band’s not good, is it ?”’ 

“Might be better, certainly.” 

“Not a patch on the band at Boom’s? Or 
‘ Spider’s ’ either.”’ : 

~ No:" 

“And it’s generally crowded—for dancing, I mean. 
Of course, if you just want to sit about and have a 
quiet supper i 

“Yes,” he said. ‘‘ Well, I'll see what she thinks. 
Good-bye, Mr. Moon. Many thanks. See you again 
some time, I hope ? ”’ 

“T hope so,” I said, but did not specify the time. 


Half-way to the ‘“‘ Thames ”’ it became too clear that 
it was Friday. 

“The taxi smells of petrol, Mr. Moon,” said Phyllis, 
sniffing reproachfully. 

“Tam sorry, Miss Fair.”’ 

“And is the driver extravagantly sober, Mr. 
Moon ?”’ 

We reeled round an omnibus and chased an elderly 
gentleman on to the pavement. 

“ Not wildly, I think.” 

Phyllis sighed. 

“ T wish you had a car, Mr. Moon” 

‘“‘T hear you went to Ascot yesterday,’’ I remarked. 

“Yes, Mr. Moon. In a motor-car.’’ 

“I seem to remember,” I said, mildly, ‘ inviting 
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you to go somewhere yesterday—I rather forget 
where,” 

“T think you intended travelling there by 
train, Mr. Moon. I hate trains, Mr. Moon. And 
taxis.” 

“ To-night,” I said, ‘‘ you shall go home neither by 
train nor taxi, neither by tram nor omnibus nor car. 
I have a surprise for you.” 

‘“‘T hate aeroplanes,” said Phyllis, yawning. 

‘“‘T meant a boat.” 

“A boat, Mr. Moon ? ” 

‘‘ A boat, Miss Fair.” 

The ‘‘ Thames ”’ is quite the most charming of the 
two or three clubs now dotted along the river of 
London, and I had formed a romantic and original 
plan. Both of us were again invited for the week-end 
to the Banburys’ at Mortlake. The day before I had 
taken down my sailing dinghy, the ‘‘ White Witch,” 
and moored her off the “‘ Thames.’’ There was a 
moon. It was fine. I proposed that after the dancing 
Phyllis and I should travel to Mortlake on the flood 
tide, a romantic sail (or possibly drift) in the moon- 
light. 

I eloquently developed my ideas, and waited 
anxiously for the reply. 

“IT think I should want a chaperone for that,” said 
Phyllis. 

To this astonishing remark I deemed it best to 
make noreply. After all, I am a married man. 

We finished the journey in comparative silence, but 
for the yells of infuriated pedestrians which followed 
the taxi. 

The ‘“‘ Thames ”’ is on the south bank, built in white 
stone, and from the river it looks like the villa of a 
Roman emperor, with a wide quadrangle which suggests 
a Roman bath. It is very quiet and sedate and clean. 
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‘The band plays in a muffled, delicate fashion, soothing 
rather than exciting. 

After two dances, performed by Phyllis with less 
than her usual gaiety, we went and sat in the court, 
the moon above us, the lights of London dancing 
across the river, the trams like lighted palaces swaying 
along the Embankment and swimming in the water. 
To our right the great dome of St. Paul’s hung in the 
sky, the ghost of a dome in the cloudy moonlight. 
It was very hot. The band played softly far away. 
I had no doubt that such an evening would drive 
away the black hags of Friday. 

“I think I’m cross, Mr. Moon,” said Phyllis, fanning 
herself. 

“It would be a pity to be cross on a night like 
this.”’ 

“Tf I’m not cross,” said she, ‘‘ I don’t know what 
it is.”’ 

“Perhaps it’s Lo——’” I began; and, just then, 
looking back through the windows at the dancers, I 
observed, with a satisfaction which I easily controlled, 
a familiar figure. 

“ There’s Mr. Smith,”’ I said. 

“Oh, good!” said Phyllis turning her head. ‘I 
told him we were coming here.”’ 

‘“‘ Did you, indeed ?”’ I answered, thoughtfully. 

“Who's he with ? ”’ 

“‘ Someone we both know,” I answered, thought- 
fully. 

“T hope you're not jealous, Mr. Moon. I hate 


jealousy.” 
“ Certainly not, Miss Fair. Why should I be?” 
There was no answer. “ Jealousy,’ I went on, “is 


quite alien from my character. I take the civilized 
view of these things.”’ | 
‘‘ What is that, Mr. Moon ? ” 
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“Any common enthusiasm is known to be the 
surest ground for friendship. If Mr. Smith and I 
were both devoted to Shakespeare this would help us 
to be firm friends. Logically there is no distinction 
between Shakespeare and a fascinating young woman. 
Logically, therefore, Mr. Smith and I should be 
drawn together, as though by a common hobby——’”’ 

“A what, Mr. Moon ? ”’ 

“A common enthusiasm. And logically we should 
be able together to enjoy your society. Speaking for 
myself, I am perfectly ready to do so.” 

“Are you, Mr. Moon ?”’ 

“Euclid laid it down that things which are equal 
to the same thing are equal to one another. He 
knew.”’ 

‘“‘ Didn’t he also say,’”’ said Phyllis, quietly, ‘ that 
two parallel lines should never meet ? ”’ 

“True,” I said. ‘“‘ But it was you who told Mr. 
Smith that we were coming here. Hullo! ”’ 

Mr. Smith stood beside us with a lady. I shook 
hands warmly. 

“ Hullo!’ he said. “ Do you know Miss Isabel 
Gay?’ And he presented me to my dear wife 
Angela, 

This has happened once or twice before in the course 
of a Bachelor Moon, though the circumstances of the 
present introduction were perhaps peculiarly unfor- 
tunate—unfortunate, I mean, for Mr. Smith. Isabel 
Gay is my wife’s old stage-name, and when she is 
Isabel she wears a golden wig (with fringe) and the 
wonderful blue dress in which she made her hit as 
‘‘ Dolly Traddles ’’ in “‘ The Purple Patch.’ She looks 
dazzling. 

The rule is strict on these occasions that her incognito 
must be preserved, so far as possible. Phyllis knows 
the rules, and gave her an affable smile, which Angela 
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did not seem to see. To Mr. Smith Phyllis gave the 
hundredth part of a curt nod. | 

‘““ How d’you do ?”’ said Angela, sweetly. ‘“‘ I think 
we've met before, Mr. Moon.” 

““T believe we have,’ I answered, gravely. “‘ May 
I have a dance, Miss Gay? I dare say Mr. Smith and 
Phyllis would like to have a talk.” 

For reasons of my own I believe the talk, as a talk, 
was a failure, though all that I caught as we went 
inside was the one word “‘ Well uttered in a tone 
of challenge, not to say reproach. The word was 
uttered by Phyllis. 

‘I much enjoyed my dance with my wife, and I 
remember that I clapped for an encore at the close of 
each instalment. 

“How is Mrs. Moon?” said my partner, after a 
while. ‘‘ I’ve heard so much about her.’’ 

‘‘ She is looking extremely well,” I said. 

‘TI expect you'll be glad to see her again,” said 
Angela, smiling. 

“T shall,” I said. ‘“‘ In ten days now.” 

“Not earlier ? ”’ 

“It rests with her.” 

Angela smiled again. 

‘I dare say she’s enjoying herself.’’ 

“It’s conceivable,’.I said, as the dance ended. 
By the way, if you should happen to see her——” 
MOS R 

“ You might assure her that I’m behaving splen- 
didly.”’ | 

‘‘T’m sure you are, Mr. Moon.” 

We joined the others. 

Phyllis, I observed, sat in much the same pose of 
remote and subtle discontent as she had had before 
the arrival of Mr. Smith; as for Mr. Smith, he looked 
crumpled. I was quite sorry for Mr. Smith. 


ce 


~ 
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Mr. Smith took me aside and stammered at me ina 
corner. Mr. Smith reads too many novels. 

“T’m awfully sorry, Mr. Moon,’ he began. “ Really 
I am—I’d no idea " 

“What about ?”’ I asked, in a fog. 

“About your wife. I’d no_ idea. Really, 
ae 

‘“ That’s all right, my boy,” I said, magnanimously. 

“YT thought she was a _ widow—really, I 


“Of course,” I said. ‘‘ Anyone would. What- 
ever’s the matter ? ”’ 

“You're sure youre not annoyed?” he said, 
relieved. ‘‘ Phyllis seemed to think I don’t 
quite understand why yi 

“Ah!” I shook my head. “I shouldn’t try, my 
boy. These women! She does dance beautifully, 
doesn’t she ? ”’ 

Mr. Smith grinned, and we shook hands—the Lord 
knows why. 

We joined the others and sat in silence for some 
time. 

“It’s a glorious band,” said Phyllis, primly, at last, 
as the music began again. 

‘“T think it’s too awful,’”’ said Angela. 

After another silence Angela shivered a little, and 
Phyllis said solicitously, ‘‘ Wouldn’t you like a wrap, 
Miss Gay? You look cold.” 

This, it seemed, was an offensive observation ; for 
Angela said, shortly but sweetly, “I’m warm as a 
toast, thank you,” and looked colder than ever. She 
also added, ‘‘ You’re looking tired, my dear.” 

Not liking the tone of this conversation I said 
breezily, ‘‘ Well, my lad, we mustn’t waste our 
time, must we?”’ and shuffled my feet as if about 
to rise. 
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“Shall we dance, Gordon ?”’ said Angela, brightly. 

Mr. Smith looked timidly at Phyllis, and sheepishly 
at me. He then led Angela sheepishly away. Poor 
Mr. Smith ! 

The tide was making up. A tug swished lazily 
past, winking one red eye at us. 

“Still cross ?’’ I murmured at last. 

“Not with you,” said Phyllis, surprisingly, and 
turned upon me a sweet and melting smile; and if 
you understand this change of air you know more 
about the creatures than I do. 

“Poor Mr. Smith,’’ I said, gently. ‘‘ He only 
wanted a dance.” 

“ Tf you think I’m jealous “ 

“Certainly not. You thought better of him— 
that’s all.” 

Phyllis smiled, but said nothing. 

“It’s just as well,” I said, “‘ you don’t think better 
of me. Shall we dance? ’”’ 

“Or shall we go?”’ said Phyllis. ‘‘ Do you know, 
John, I rather like the idea of your ‘ surprise.’ How 
lovely it looks on the water !”’ 

“A little awkward—now—isn’t it?’ I ventured, 
cautiously. 

“ Awkward, Mr. Moon ? ”’ 

“We may be seen, you know.” 

“T should rather like young Gordon to see us,”’ said 
Phyllis, with strange intensity. ‘‘ As for you, Mr. 
Moon, I thought you didn’t mind what anyone said 
about you——” 

‘“ T wasn’t thinking of ‘ anyone,’ ’’ I replied. 

“ Of course if you’re afraid, Mr. Moon 

‘What about your chaperone, Miss Fair ? ”’ 

“Damn the chaperone,” said Phyllis, surprisingly, 
and then with great energy, “‘ Think what fun we'd 
have escaping, John—all stealthily—showing no 
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lights! Oh, do let’s!’’ And she laid an appealing, 
friendly, impulsive little hand on my arm. 

And then, even as madness must have possessed 
Mr. Smith that Friday, a madness came upon me. 

“T wish,” I said, “‘ that you and Angela could be 
friends.”’ 

“ But, of course,’’ said Phyllis, ‘I think she’s 
wonderful. I adore her,’’ she added. 

“Real friends,’ I persisted (I have heard Phyllis 
adore soda-water). ‘‘It’s the same story—things 
which are equal to the-:same thing, you know——”’ 

“ Parallel lines,’’ murmured Phyllis. 

“Here you are,’ I continued, warming to my 
theme, “two first-class creatures—in very different 
ways, of course—and, to use your own expression, I 
adore the two of you i 

“In very different ways, of course,’’ said Phyllis. 

“Exactly. And what distresses me is that you 
don’t adore each other. Look how Smith and I get 
on together. But you women——” 

“But we do, John,” said Phyllis, gazing over the 
water. “Anyhow, J do. There’s another tug. Oh, 
do let’s go!”’ 

I nerved myself, and said insanely : 

“‘ Well, shall we ask Angela to come ? ” 

There was a dreadful little pause. 

“Very well, John,” said Phyllis; then, very 
quietly, “‘ Let’s.”’ 

“No,” I said, emphatically, the madness lulled in 
me by that quiet, obedient voice. ‘‘ You're perfectly 
right. Wewon't.” Ilooked at my watch. ‘‘ Twelve 
o'clock! Thank heaven, Friday’s over! Come 
along!” 

“What fun!”’ said Phyllis, and we stole away. 

We stole away from the haunts of revelry, got our 
“ things,’ crept through the secretary’s office to the 
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steps, where the “‘ White Witch” lay in the shadow, 
and hoisted sail, ‘ all stealthily,’’ and trying not to 
laugh. 

There was a light breeze from the south-west, and 
we pushed off gaily to the sound of a waltz, for we 
had to pass the dancing-room and the quadrangle, 
and I steered straight out into the river, but the breeze 
was off-shore and we drifted past very close, on the 
tide. : 

“TI think,’ whispered Phyllis, ‘‘ that’s Gordon on 
the wall. And there’s someone on the steps.”’ 

“ Poor Mr. Smith!’ I whispered. 

“Ts that you, Robin?’ came a clear, sweet voice 
over the water. ‘“‘ May I come too?” 

A strange remark escaped my companion. 

“Of course, my dear,”’ I answered, and putting the 
tiller over I made for the steps. 

“Tm all ready,’ said Angela, stepping in. “I 
noticed the boat as soon as I got here. Good-bye, 
Gordon—you'll meet me at the Bridge ? ”’ 

Mr. Smith, dimly discernible, said nothing. I 
pushed the boat off again. 

“ Iswt this fun, Phyllis ? ’’ said Angela. 

“Isn't it ?’’ said Phyllis. 

And what happened after that, as the Colonel of © 
Marines remarked, is another story. 

Oh, Lord ! 


CHAPTER IX 


A MYSTERIOUS AFFAIR AT “SLINGS” 


te AMN!’’ I said, and sneezed thirteen times. 
ie At the seventh sneeze the brown squirrel 
dropped his nut, flashed along a bough, leapt 

into another tree, and disappeared. 

High up in the great oak tree at the bottom of the 
Banburys’ lawn there hangs a red silken hammock, 
some twenty feet from the ground. Below the tree 
is a kind of arbour, bounded on three sides by a high 
box-hedge, which hides it from the house, and on the 
fourth by the water-lily pond, where goldfish of a 
singular obesity and redness float languidly among 
the water-lilies, like aldermen in Paradise. — 

From the hammock (which I believe to be unsafe, - 
as it is certainly the worst possible place for hay-fever, 
because of the acacia-tree across the arbour) one can 
see above the hedge the old house and the rich green 
lawn, and, beyond, that leafy reach of the river which 
winds up towards Strand-on-the-Green. And here 
it is my delight to lie upon a hot Sunday afternoon 
(hay-fever or no), to feed the squirrels with nuts, to 
gaze through the leaves at tiny corners of blue sky, to 
compose the plots of many novels, to reject them all 
as hardly worth the labour of writing, to think great 
thoughts, and reflect upon the past. 

At the moment, through the leaves, I could see (but 
unseen) Mr. Gordon Smith with Phyllis strolling on 
the lawn. I could also see from time to time Mrs. 
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Banbury’s face at an upper window, where she would 
glance at the two strollers, hover for a moment, and 
withdraw. I had no doubt that Mary Banbury was 
match-making again. 

These things caused me to reflect upon the past. I 
reflected on the strange circumstances in which Phyllis 
and I had arrived at that house on Friday night (or 
rather Saturday morning). It will be remembered, or 
if it is not, I now inform you, that we left the Thames 
Dancing Club by boat at about 1 o’clock, my dear 
wife Angela, Phyllis, and myself. The night was fine, 
the moon shone, with a light but rising breeze from 
the south-west. We slipped away merrily towards 
Westminster, rippling through the smooth, dark 
water, remote and lonely in the shiny twilight of mid- 
stream; the water might have been the water of an 
Italian lake, the lighted city on our right some ancient 
capital of the Indies. Westminster Bridge rose up 
before us, thrilling and tremendous, and the great 
tide swept us through, swishing awfully about the 
piers. The long black reaches of Lambeth and 
Vauxhall lay before us, inhospitable, lightless, but 
indubitably thrilling. And in my foolish mind I 
thought again, ‘‘ Surely, surely, in such a scene these 
two dear excellent creatures may be drawn together 
and become dear one to another, as they are to 
me!” 

I will not at length describe that voyage. I will 
not apportion blame. I will only confess again that 
I was foolish, and pass on as quickly as may be. 

We did not speak often. Angela expressed the 
opinion that I should strike the central pier of West- 
minster Bridge if I did not alter course, Phyllis 
thought I had plenty of room to spare. She was 
right, Phyllis, a little later, admired the appearance 
of the Houses of Parliament. Angela thought they 
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looked better by day. Angela at Lambeth remarked 
that it was growing chilly. Phyllis, on the other hand, 
was as warm as a toast. 

Sometimes I ventured to draw attention to a star, 
a shadow on the water, a factory against the sky; 
when both my companions eagerly assented that it 
was beautiful. Above me in the heavens I saw the 
twin stars of Castor and Pollux, the friends of the 
mariner, but as we passed into the Vauxhall Reach I 
felt that to-night they watched my bark with no 
protecting eyes—nay, nor Venus neither. 

Angela was right about the cold. A black, fat 
cloud had covered the moon; the breeze had risen 
suddenly to a wind, as it does in these waters, and 
in Vauxhall Reach: we found ourselves in a rough 
sea. | 
The “‘ White Witch” sped on gallantly into the 
night. She is a “ wet’’ boat, though noble, and off 
the Biscuit Works she plunged her nose into a great 
wave and flung a quantity of spray over my guests. 
And for all my care she did this again and again at 
varying intervals from Vauxhall Reach to Chelsea 
Bridge. 

Let us haste. During this half-hour we spoke but 
seldom, and the conversation followed the general 
lines already indicated. It was Angela, I think, who 
first expressed the view that the whole expedition was 
ill-judged and rash; Phyllis, I fancy, who said that 
for such an adventure it was a small thing to become 
soaked to the skin in evening dress and a thin wrap. 
Up the long Chelsea Reach, however, both wind and 
wave increased, and at the Bridge, where Mr. Smith 
was waiting in the car for Angela, I fancied that there 
was no longer any difference of opinion between them. 
And I expected them both to join Mr. Smith with 
alacrity. Angela indeed implored Phyllis to go with 
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her, and they kissed each other several times, as those 
who understand each other. My object was gained, 
I felt ; I had drawn them together. 

But Phyllis, to the general astonishment and 
concern, obstinately refused to leave the boat. She 
would not be beaten, she said. She had put her hand 
to the plough. She would finish the journey. And it 
was so. So Mr. Smith and Angela drove away, not 
saying much. 

The wind, as it happened, abated very soon; and 
we sailed without incident as far as Putney, where 
the wind fell, and a thin drizzle of rain; and from 
there we took a tow from a friendly tug. 

There was no more moon, nor any shadow of 
romance or sentiment. Phyllis spoke seldom, though 
then without reproach or hint of displeasure. But 
there was wrapped about her and about the boat a 
forgiving sweetness, a settled melancholy that was not 
wholly satisfactory. But she neither shivered | nor so 
much as admitted she was wet. 

So we came, at about 3 a.m., to the shores of 
“Slings ’”’ at Mortlake. 

And there in the summer-house sat Mr. Smith and 
Mrs. Banbury, waiting for us, and Mrs. Banbury with 
the well-known martyr’s look of those who sit up 
through the night, waiting for others. 

“ Thank God!” she murmured, kissing Phyllis. 
“T didn’t know what to think.” 

‘But why ever did you wait up?” said Phyllis, 
amazed. ‘‘ You never have before.” 

“You never came home in a boat before,” said Mary 
(as one might say, ‘‘ You never came home in a bed 
before’). ‘My poor dear! Why didn’t you let 
Gordon drive you back ? ”’ 

“We didn’t know he was coming here,” said 
Phyllis, truthfully. 
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“ Of course you didn’t,’ said Mary, archly. “I 
remember now. It was to be a ‘ surprise.’ ”’ 

“A surprise for whom ?’’ I murmured. 

‘“‘ The less you say, Mr. Moon, the better,” said Mrs. 
_ Banbury. 

Yes, there was little doubt that Mary had a new 
stratagem afoot. 

And now, tired of sneezing, I closed my eyes and 
composed myself for sleep; for a man can do many 
things in his sleep, but it will be generally conceded 
that sneezing is not one of them. 

I dreamed of I know not what, and I would not be 
so inconsiderate as to tell you, if I knew. I woke to 
the sound of a voice I knew—a man’s voice, earnest, 
eloquent, emotional. 

‘““T have loved you from the very first moment I 
saw you,’ said the man. “ That day at Haverstock— 
do you remember ? ” 

Mr. Smith’s voice. 

““T remember,” said a girl’s voice, softly. 

The voice of Phyllis. 

When a gentleman through no fault of his own finds 
himself a witness at another man’s proposal of marriage 
there is only one thing a gentleman can do—-sit still 
and pretend he is not there. Had it been the secret 
converse of two financiers I should, of course, have 
warned them of my presence; but I could hardly lean 
out of the hammock and cry, “ Hil Stop proposing ! 
I’m listening!’’ On the other hand, determined 
though I was to treat whatever I heard as confidential, 
I did not see why I should deny myself the entertain- 
ment of hearing more. I wriggled cautiously on to 
my stomach and peered down through the network at 
the head of the hammock. 

Mr. Smith was sitting on the garden-seat, immedi- 
ately below me, very close to Phyllis, who sat in a 
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most uncharacteristic pose, with her chin on her 
breast. Mr. Smith held one of her hands in his, and 
I judged from his attitude that he did not know what 
to do with it. 

“You wore that blue hat, I remember,” he con- 
tinued, passionately. ‘‘ We walked through the woods 
to Bellinger; and I thought then, as I have thought 
ever since, ‘ If there is one woman on God’s earth to 
whom I was meant to join my life, that woman walks 
beside me. ’’ 

Strange how the passion of love can inflame the 
dullest of us. beyond our natural powers. I had no 
idea that young Mr. Smith could so select or deliver 
his words. 

Phyllis raised her lovely head, and looked at him 
in the eyes. I know that look. 

“Do you ask me to believe that?” she said, 
gravely. 

“There has never been anyone else,’ he answered, 
fearlessly meeting her gaze. 

The dog! I thought. What about Jean Renton ? 
What about Marigold? And what, ah! what about 
that red-haired minx I’ve heard about ? 

I had a monkey-nut in one hand; for two pins I 
would have dropped it on the lad. 

For Phyllis, it seemed, knew naught of these 
things. | 

“You make me very proud,” she said gently. 
“ But——” 

I sighed. I had never before seen Phyllis quite so 
solemn. I had said so many beautiful things to her ; 
and none of them, that I could remember, had made 
her very proud. No, I was not jealous. I simply 
sighed. 

“Let there be no ‘ but’s,’”’ cried the boy ; and now 
he seized both her hands and worked them up and 
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down, as you may see men work the beer-handles in 
our houses of refreshment. ‘‘ Oh, my dear, won’t 
you put me out of my suspense? You are my hope, 
my dream, life has no other meaning for me but 
you. You are my first thought when I wake, my last 
before I sleep. I cannot face the years without you— 
tell me, tell me if there is any hope fg 

I rubbed my eyes, scarce recognizing this burning 
suitor. : 

Phyllis shook her head with an air of tragical 
doubt. 

“Tell me, at least, if there is anyone else 
the youth. 

“There is no one else,’”’ she said, decidedly, and I 
felt that she was won at last. 

Then she said casually, ‘1 think you’d better kiss 
my hand now.”’ 

I rubbed my eyes again; this was a most extra- 
ordinary Phyllis. 

“ Right-o,”’ said her lover, surprisingly. ‘‘ Where 
shall I begin ? ” 

“You make me very proud,” she said softly. 
But rs 

‘Let there be no ‘ but’s’!” said Mr. Smith, and 
then at last the light broke on my bewildered and no 
doubt obtuse intelligence. The young things were 
acting. This was a rehearsal of Mrs. Banbury’s 
mysterious ‘‘ entertainment’”’ for Sunday evening— 
or part of it. Also, no doubt, it was an ingenious part 
of Mrs. Banbury’s matchmaking campaign. And I 
was not spying on an emotional scene at all. 

You may think that I was disappointed by a bathos 
so profound. You wrong me. I was glad—glad, of 
course, that my eavesdropping mattered so little. I 
mean no more. | 

And glad, I reflected, that Mrs. Banbury’s little 
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entertainment would not be a surprise for me, after 
all. JI had a suspicion that it had been intended as a 
very particular surprise for me. 

I felt the more sure of this as I watched the progress 

of the little play below me, which was now approaching 
its climax. The exact point of the drama I forget, if 
indeed I ever discovered it; but at a certain point it 
became necessary for Mr. Smith to put his arm round 
Phyllis and salute her with a stage kiss on the lips. 
The young man placed his face about nine. inches from 
hers, and shyly laid a hand on her shoulder. I even 
saw his lips move; and if you have ever seen a stage 
kiss from immediately above, you may understand 
just how ridiculous they looked. 
_ But even then, and how much more that evening, 
when I sat with Mrs. Banbury in the stalls, I seemed 
to penetrate that busy mind; and I understood that 
that same genius which had selected that particular 
drama (by the dramatist James Overton) and those 
two particular actors, would exhibit a subtle pleasure 
from my presence in the audience during that particular 
scene. 

In point of fact it left me cold. 

The actors, I observed, both blushed a little. 

The rehearsal was over at last. Mr. Smith remarked, 
“Well, that ought to be all right,” and Phyllis said, 
‘Yes, Gordon, you're splendid,” and withdrew a little 
along the bench. 

I was just about to clap my hands or in some way 
advertise my presence, when my attention was drawn 
to the strange conduct of Mr. Smith. He sat bolt 
upright, very carefully pulled taut his old Etonian 
tie, glanced nervously to every corner of the arbour 
and even behind him at the impenetrable hedge, 
placed his finger inside his collar and pulled as if it 
were choking him, again tightened his tie, glanced 
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nervously at Phyllis, and away again, kicked a stone, 
cleared his throat and remarked : 

“T say, Phyllis ? ” 

‘“ Yes, Gordon?” 

‘“T’ve got something to say to you.” 

** Yes, Gordon?” 

This time I was more intelligent, and I knew exactly 
what Mr. Smith had to say. But, shameless yet, I 
did not shut my eyes, I did not stop up my ears. For 
I was consumed with curiosity to know how he would 
say it. Would he borrow from the dramatist James 
Overton? Would he use him as a stalking-horse, 
with a sly quotation here, a subtle allusion there? 
Would he go one better ? 

Or what ? 

Mr. Smith adjusted his tie and edged with an air of 
infinite boldness an inch nearer to Phyllis. Her hands 
lay inviting in her lap. He did not take them. He 
did not take one of them. 

He said, ‘‘ I say, Phyllis——” 

** Yes, Gordon?” 

“ IT wonder if 
ever 6 

Alas! where now was that rolling eloquence, that 
- easy choice of words? Poor fool, I thought, give her 
a slice of the excellent Overton ! 

Phyllis, tired of saying “‘ Yes, Gordon ?”’ said nothing. 

“The fact is, Phyllis,’ said the unhappy youth, 
kicking the ground. “I mean Oh, damn it! 
I don’t know how to say it c 

Poor Mr. Smith. And he did look so handsome. 

“It’s awful cheek, I’m afraid,’ he continued. 
“But could you ever—well, you know what I 
mean. a 

Phyllis received this somewhat contestable assertion 
in a thoroughly merciful and sensible manner. 


I mean, do you think you could 
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? 


“IT suppose I do, really, Gordon,” she said, with a 
very sweet smile. I could not see it, but I know it 
was sweet. 

Mr. Smith eagerly thrust one very brown hand 
towards her, and laid it on the seat. 

“How topping of you!” he said. “‘ You ave a 
brick. And you don’t mind? ”’ 

‘“‘T don’t mind,” said Phyllis, “‘ but——’ 

And now surely was the suitor’s chance. “ Let 
there be no ‘but’s’! I cannot face the years. ..”’ 
and so forth. Confound it, he had the whole thing in 
his head ! 

What Mr. Smith said, ruefully, was: 

‘“‘ But there’s someone else, I suppose? ”’ 

* No—no—but Well, I can’t tell you now, 
Gordon, not to-day. Id like to think about it.”’ She 
rose. ‘‘ But will you promise to ask me again, 
Gordon? And, Gordon,” she finished, mischievously, 
‘‘ will you ask me better next time ? ”’ 

“ You darling!’ said Mr. Smith, suddenly inspired. 
‘I’m a fool, I know,” and falling on his knees upon 
the gravel path he reverently kissed her hand. 

At that moment, I am sorry to say, by the purest 
accident, the monkey-nut slipped from my excited 
fingers and fell upon the back of his neck. Phyllis 
glanced aloft, but said nothing. Mr. Smith was too 
much moved to notice. 

Mr. Smith rose, with two damp patches on his 
spotless flannels, turned on his heel, and left the 
arbour. 

Phyllis stood in thought for half a minute, then, 
turning her face up, a face all twinkles in the shadow, 
she whispered : 

“ You can come down now, Mr. Moon.” 

I climbed down silently, and took Mr. Smith’s 
corner of the seat. 
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“It only shows,” I said, “the superiority of Art 
to Nature.”’ | 

“What does, Mr. Moon? ”’ 

“Poor Mr. Smith!” I said. ‘‘ Why didn’t you 
have him? No man can be intelligent when he is 
proposing marriage.”’ 

“Why not, Mr. Moon ?”’ 

“Tt is not an intelligent action,’ I replied. ‘ All 
the same I am glad you insist on style in your love- 
making.” 

“Naturally,” said Phyllis. ‘“‘ After all your—your 
conversation, Mr. Moon, naturally I do.” 

‘““ How naughty you are to-day, Miss Fair 

Phyllis handed me a monkey-nut. 

‘“‘ That was very naughty of you, Mr. Moon.” 

“‘ That was a squirrel,’ I said. ‘‘ Poor Mr. Smith! 
I was quite disappointed.” 

“T will not be engaged on Mary’s premises,’’ said 
Phyllis very firmly, pursing her lips. 

‘“‘ How very rude,” I said, with great delight. 

At this moment there was a step on the path, and 
Mary Banbury put her head round the corner. 

“Hullo! ”’ she said, with ill-concealed surprise. “TI 
thought Gordon was here.”’ 

“He was,” said Phyllis, looking at the ground, ina 
tone most lugubrious, as one who has been through a 
sad and shattering scene. 

Mrs. Banbury gave me a long look. Such a look! 
Then she departed without another word. 

“Was that quite nice?’’ I asked, after a short 
time. 

“One up,” said Phyllis, twinkling. “‘ All the same, 
Mr. Moon, I believe I should have had him ; only ze 

“ Only what, Miss Fair ? ”’ 

“Only I knew you were there, Mr. Moon,” said 
Phyllis. ‘‘ So did Gordon,” she added. 


ies 
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“What?” I cried. ‘‘ Then the proposal was a 
fake?” 

“ Perhaps, Mr. Moon.” 

“T don’t believe you, Phyllis.” 

“You're very rude, Mr. Moon.” 

And to this day I do not know the truth of it. 


CHAPTER X 


VIRTUE REWARDED 


contentment which is only enjoyed by a poor man 

waking in the houses of the rich. My clothes 
neatly folded on a chair, the shining can of hot water, 
the chaste clean towel which draped it, the obvious 
“ guestliness ’’’ of the room (the wistaria-pattern on 
the walls and the little shelf of holy books)—these 
things renewed in me the sense that I was a person of 
importance, and in the hands of friends who valued 
me at my worth. Outside I could see trees and on 
them the sunlight; a few birds sang unobtrusively, 
not with that full-throated, rich, and senseless clamour 
which hails the dawn. It was long past the dawn. 
At home my clothes would have been on the floor in a 
heap; at the club there would have been no trees ; 
here there was everything. And this was right and 
just; for I am a man who ought to have everything. 

I savoured these sensations luxuriously, as men do 
at the end of a holiday. And indeed the Bachelor 
Moon was over. To-morrow I was to return to my 
home and my dear wife Angela. And I was glad. 
The club had long since been hateful to me (but for 
the week-end hospitality of the Banburys I should 
have felt like taking rooms); I seemed to have done 
extremely little work (the writing of brilliant irre- 
sponsible masterpieces—which is my profession— 
requires above all a settled humdrum routine of life) ; 
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my wardrobe was in a sad state of incompleteness ; 
I had lost my nail-scissors ; on such nights as I had 
no engagements I had been for two weeks a prey to 
loneliness ; it would be pleasant to be settled at home 
with my Angela again, to sit together in the evenings 
and argue happily about everything; to taste afresh 
the various joys of marriage, all old squabbles for- 
gotten and a brand-new life ahead of us. In a word, 
so far as I was concerned, the Bachelor Moon had 
justified itself again. We always say that after every 
Bachelor Moon we have a honeymoon. Absurd 
Creatures: . . 

None the less, when I thought of Phyllis 

None the less, I was going to say, I determined that 
this day should be a very good day. I stepped care- 
fully out on the right side of the bed. 

I enjoyed my bath, and in my mind entirely reorgan- 
ized Jack Banbury’s bathroom; and in the bath I 
sang, loudly and with emotion, as a man having a 
good conscience and glad to be alive. I shaved with 
less than the usual reluctance, but, shaving, reflected 
that after to-morrow, though I might not see Phyllis 
so frequently, I should shave after breakfast, and 
not before. Sometimes after lunch. 1 dressed—but 
I will not pretend that I remember what I wore. I 
dressed, I know. 

Breakfast was a happy little affair. Is there 
another thing that so sets off the lives of the rich as 
breakfast ? Is there another thing that so justifies 
the existence of a rich and leisured class as the pleasure 
of a poor man in breakfasting once or twice after their 
daily custom? Not to be confronted with a single 
ege supported by a single rasher, predestined, unavoid- 
able; but to see upon an ancient dresser,a choice, a 
vow, of many mysteries, all familiar but all fresh and 
strange, to raise in turn each thrilling cover and not 
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to decide on anything till the whole have been con- 
sidered, to mix fish with bacon, and sausages with 
egg, the bacon marvellously crisp, the fish-cakes 
miraculously savoury and warm—but there 

There was no one in the dining-room. But Phyllis 
came in like the early morning through the window and 
poured out my tea. 

“Everybody gone?” I asked; for it was Monday, 
and the end of the party. 

“Yes,”’ said Phyllis. ‘“‘ But Mary hopes we'll stay 
on till tea-time, anyhow. But we shall have to amuse 
ourselves, she says.” 

“Curious,” I said, munching, “‘ I wonder why Mary 
keeps on inviting me here, when she hardly ever sees 
me, Miss Fair.”’ 

“Why do you keep on accepting, Mr. Moon? ” 

I waved my hand at the sideboard. “ Besides,’ I 
said, ‘‘it amuses me to feel that I’m in constant 
danger.” 

“What is the danger, Mr. Moon ? ” 

‘“T don’t quite know, Miss Fair. Why wasn’t Mr. 
Smith invited this time ? ” 

‘““T think she’s abandoned that idea,” said Phyllis, 
coyly. 

‘Curious,’ I said, as I approached the dresser for 
the third time, not because I wanted more food but 
purely to enjoy the sensations of opulence. ‘‘ How- 
ever, away with such thoughts! This is our last 
day.” 

“You mean—your last day, Mr. Moon,” said 
Phyllis, with an air of unconcern. “‘J didn’t have 
kidney and kedgeree together, Mr. Moon. Nor 
scrambled eggs and cold pheasant, Mr. Moon.”’ 

“Our last day,” I repeated. ‘‘ And must be cele- 
brated specially, like all the great religious festivals, 
by eating a great deal of unusual food. But apart 
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from that, Phyllis, what are your views about the 
spending of a perfect day ? ”’ 

“ To begin with, I should be very careful about my 
company,’ said Phyllis, taking a large pear. “I 
thought of ringing up Gor ” but the rest of Mr. 
Smith she buried in the pear. 

“Mr. Smith,” I replied, “to give him the name 
which Providence in its wisdom designed for him— 
Mr. Smith has a whole life of you before him, that is, 
if you insist on becoming Mrs. Smith—Mrs. Smith,” 
I repeated dreamily, savouring the sound of it. “ Mrs. 
Smith : 
“Go on, Mr. Moon,” said Phyllis, with the faintest 
hint of impatience. 

“ But I have only this one day. It is therefore my 
right to choose the company. I choose you. You, if 
you like, may choose weapons and place. No seconds, 
of course.”’ 

“I choose the lawn,” said Phyllis, ‘‘ if you’ve quite 
finished eating. There is still a little marmalade and 
kidney left, Mr. Moon.” 

“Your choice of weapons is ignoble, Miss Fair,” 
I said, rising with dignity. “Lhe place “4s 
better.”’ 

Under the extreme skirts of the great chestnut, 
pleasantly half in the shade and half in the sun, which 
is the secret of life, I luxuriously filled my pipe. Finydits 
watched me curiously. 

“You talk very prettily,’ she said at last. “ But 
you know that’s all you care about really.”’ 

“Talk, Miss Fair ? ”’ 

“Smoke, Mr. Moon.” 

“It’s much the same thing.” 

“Then could you give up an hour’s smoke for 
an hour’s talk with—with, shall we say, Miss 
Fair?” 
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‘There is no talk without a flame,’ I murmured, 
vaguely. 

“Gordon never smokes when he is talking to me,” 
said Phyllis, after a short silence. 

“At his age,” I said, “ boys often find it difficult 
to do both at the same time.” 

“You are evasive, Mr. Moon. Let me put it this 
way. If you had the choice between never smoking 
again, and never seeing, shall we say, Miss Fair again 
—which would you choose ? ”’ ) 

“The question is misconceived,’’ I answered, 
puffing happily. ‘I shall always enjoy my pipe. I 
shall never enjoy Miss Fair.” 

“T beg your pardon ?”’ 

“It is granted. You are right to this extent, how- 
ever. There is one thing only that can stop a healthy 
man from smoking——’” 

“And that is?” 

“ That is love, Miss Fair.”’ 

‘“ But not after breakfast, I suppose ? ”’ 

“Not too soon after breakfast,” I corrected. 

“Gordon,” began Phyllis, “‘ never smokes till after 
lunc 

“Gordon ought not to smoke at all,’ I said. ‘ But 
shall we talk less about Gordon? You may remember 
it is my last day.” 

“You said I might choose the weapons.” 

“Mr. Smith is not a civilized weapon,” I said. 
““ However, let us talk about him if you wish. Him 
and Mrs. Smith. Mr. and Mrs. Smith. ‘ Among 
those present were Mr. and Mrs. Smith.’ .. . ‘ The 
guests included Mr. and Mrs ee 

“ Gordon Smith.” 

“Not to be confused with Mr. and Mrs, Lennox 
Smith. Or Mrs. Trevor Smith. How strange and 
thrilling it will be to receive the first letter from 
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‘Phyllis Smith.’ Or ‘ Phyllis Gordon Smith.’ And 
for you, how sweet to give up the name of Phyllis 
Fair. All for love. Whata 

“ Pax!’ said Phyllis, blushing a little. ‘I won’t 
mention him again. But you are a brute, Mr. Moon.” 

“T am,’ I admitted. ‘ But then,” I sighed, “it is 
my last day.” 

“ Well,” said Phyllis, ‘ “and what would you like 
to do? Iam at your service—for one day.” 

“ Let us lie on the lawn, to begin with. This seat 
is hard. It is a theory of mine,” I continued, “ that 
every man, whatever his occupation, should from time 
to time do one or two of those simple elemental things 
which belong to all the ages and all the races of man. 
Such as singing, and dancing, and drinking wine; and 
he should follow one of the ancient enduring sports, 
such sports as have a spice of danger about them, such 
as hunting, sailing, or riding a horse. And, of course, 
Love,’ I added, casually. “‘ For these things remind 
him that after all he is only a man and vulnerable. 
They keep him humble, and at the same time 
healthy.” 

“You have forgotten eating,” said Phyllis. 

“And, of course, eating. And it follows that, 
as a man’s life, so should a man’s last day 
include some of these pleasures. Now where shall 
we begin ? ”’ 

“You've begun already,” said Phyllis. ‘‘ You sang 
in your bath.” 

“Byron. Converted by the genius of a female 
composer into an incredibly sentimental song. I like 
eit, Listen.” And. | sang: 


So we’ll go no more a-roving 
So late into the night, 

Though the heart be ne’er as loving 
And the moon be ne’er as bright. 
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“*So well go no more a-roving,’’’ I repeated. 
“ Extraordinarily sad and fitting. Well, what is to 
follow ? ”’ 

“T don’t mind watching you eat again,” said 
Phyllis. 

“Then there is Love, of course,’’ I said, casually. 

‘‘ You've chosen to smoke instead, Mr. Moon.” 

I knocked out my pipe. 

“But I didn’t mean——” said Phyllis hastily. 
‘* Please have another, Mr. Moon.” 

“T often sit and think,’ I said, putting my pipe 
away, ‘‘ with ill-concealed surprise, how virtuous I am 
and how little I get for it.”’ 

‘Virtue is its own reward, Mr. Moon.” 

‘“‘ And is it worth it at the price? ’’? I mused. ‘“ To- 
morrow, for example, I return to my wife, after a 
month of virtue, principally spent with you. And 
what is my reward ? ” | 

“Tf you think it virtuous, Mr. Moon,” said Phyllis, 
with some spirit, ‘‘to monopolize me for a month 
and then go back to your wife I may observe,” 
she added, “‘ that I have no wife.”’ 

“ But you have your virtue, Miss Fair, which, as 
you say, is its own reward.” 

Phyllis screwed up her nose in an odd way. 

‘““ Yes,’ I mused, regarding her curiously. ‘‘ We 
men are the slaves of convention. You, I suppose, 
Miss Fair, in a suitable case, would give up everything 
for love ?”’ 

“Naturally, Mr. Moon. Any woman would. Not 
too soon after breakfast,’”’ she added, hastily. 

“You believe, I dare say, that one should snatch at 
life with both hands, take what one wants and damn 
the consequences ? ”’ 

“Yes,” said Phyllis, uncertainly. ‘‘ Please smoke 
again, Mr. Moon, if that’s what you mean.” 
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“T believe that too,’ I sighed. ‘‘ And I never do 
ity’ 
“Why not, Mr. Moon ?”’ said Phyllis, more easily. 


‘“‘ Here lies Lord Badger, who disgraced his clan. 
With all his faults he was a gentleman,”’ 


I murmured. ‘“‘I wonder what it feels like,”’ I 
continued. 

“ Being a gentleman, Mr. Moon? ”’ 

““ Damning the consequences.”’ 

“T can’t imagine,” said Phyllis, looking as if she 
could never damn a fly. — 

“It would be rather fun to try,’ I said. “A 
pleasant occupation for a Last Day.”’ 

“It would be a pity to spoil your last day, Mr. 
Moon.” 

“True. But one can always pretend, Miss Fair. 
For example, one might pretend that we were going 
to elope, Miss Fair. To-night, Miss Fair. And study 
our sensations during the day.” i 

“ There’s Mary,” said Phyllis, looking up at the 
windows. 

“ Think what pleasure it would give to Mary,’ I 
said. 

“ That’s very true,” said Phyllis, twinkling. ‘ Well, 
Mr. Moon, I don’t mind pretending that. As long as 
it’s only pretend.” 

“We should take the midnight train to Paris,” I 
mused. ‘‘ Paris and the Italian Lakes. All for Love 
and the World well Lost. It will be more realistic 
perhaps if we actually take the tickets.” 

“Rather expensive, Mr. Moon, if we don’t use 
them.” 

“We can always get the money back, Miss Fair.” 

“Very well. And do I pretend to pack, Mr. 


Moon ? ”’ 
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“T think not. We go off suddenly—after a madden- 
ing dance. At the ‘ Thames,’ perhaps. And you buy 
a new trousseau in Paris.” 

‘Hardly a trousseau, Mr. Moon.” 

“ Oh, well! ”’ 

“What fun!’ said Phyllis. ‘I feel desperately 
wicked already. Paris and the Italian Lakes! Mean- 
while, Mr. Moon, let’s bathe in the Thames! ”’ 

“Not yet,” I said lazily, taking out a pipe. 

“You seem to forget, John,” said Phyllis, imperi- 
ously, “‘ I am now your—your = 

“My what, Phyllis ? ” 

“IT am in command, Mr. Moon.”’ 

We bathed. 

We bathed. And we sat about. And we lunched. 
And we sat about. And we bathed. And we played 
a little tennis. I said a graceful good-bye to my 
hostess. And Mary sent many affectionate messages 
to Angela, whom she said she had seen several times 
recently, a little to my surprise. And in the cool of 
the evening, the tide favouring, the west wind behind 
us, we slipped down the river in the “ White Witch ” 
to London. 

It was not great sailing. There was no spice of 
danger in it, except that Phyllis insisted on holding 
the tiller (she had been insisting most of the day, I 
reflected), and that I could look at nothing else, 
Phyllis being in her champagne dancing-frock and a 
cloak, with nothing on her head. But it was the 
perfect motion for the gentle ending of a summer’s 
day. Without effort, without sound, but for the 
enchanting lisp and chuckle at the bows, borne by the 
wind and the water of heaven, scorning the aid of 
machines or men, we glided down the river to London, 
a river splashed with rose and purple as the sun fell, 
a London golden like the temples of the East, 


VIRTUE REWARDED 117 


From Mortlake to the mouth of the Wandle we did 
not speak. 

Then “‘Lovely!’’ Phyllis sighed. ‘“‘ But you know, 
Mr. Moon, we shan’t get this in Paris. Nor yet in the 
Italian Lakes.” 

‘“* All for Love,” I murmured. 

At Westminster we landed, took a taxi, and after 
a mild protest from Phyllis, booked our tickets to the 
Continent. 

Then we re-embarked and travelled on to the Thames 
Club. A large crowd gathered on Westminster 
Bridge, and there was a good deal of cheering and 
waving as we sailed away. 

“The dears !’’ said Phyllis gaily, ‘‘ they little know 
what we've been doing. What would they do if they 
did, do you think ? ” 

“We should be stoned,” I said. o 

“The brutes!’ said Phyllis. 

“Dear ‘ White Witch,’ ”’ she said, as we tied her up 
for the last time at the “ Thames” steps. ‘‘ What 
will you do without her ? ”’ : | 

“All for Love,’? I murmured. “TI shall give her 
to Mr. Smith. A fair exchange.” 

We dined in the courtyard. There were no other 
diners, and after dinner the moon came up. 

The waiters having withdrawn, I sang again in my 
low, sweet tenor : 


So we'll go no more a-roving 
So late into the night 


and the rest. 

And a great mist of sentiment rose up out of the 
river. 

“ Charming,’ Phyllis murmured. ‘ But it’s not so 
suitable now, is it—because of course we ave going 
a-roving, aren't we? ”’ 
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“‘ Of course.” 

“Do you know, Mr. Moon,” said Phyllis, reflec- 
tively, ‘‘ now that we’ve taken this great decision, now 
that I’m going to be with you for ever and ever—I 
don’t seem to like you so much as I did.” 

‘“That’s very curious,’’ I said. 

“It seems to spoil things somehow,”’ said Phyllis. 

‘* That’s curious, too.” . 

‘* How strange it will be to see you every day, John, 
instead of only now and then!” 

“ But how delightful! ’’ I murmured. 

“On the contrary: sd 

“T beg your pardon ?’”’ 

“On the other hand, I mean—I have never seen 
you yet when you weren’t on your best behaviour. I 
suppose I shall, now,” said Phyllis. ‘“‘ Are you nice 
in the home, John?” 

“Except after breakfast,’’ I said. ‘“‘ And before 
breakfast,’ I added. 

‘That doesn’t leave much of the day, Mr. Moon. 
And then,” she pursued, ‘‘ seeing you every day, John, 
there will be nothing to look forward to.”’ 

“‘ There will be plenty to look back at,’”’ I remarked. 

“ True,’’ said Phyllis, with a sigh, gazing across the 
river. ‘It’s rather sad to think that we shall never 
be able to come to this jolly place again.”’ 

“Why not, Phyllis ? ”’ 

‘“‘ Well, we shall be—what’s the word ?>—ostracized, 
shan’t we? Like the people in novels.” 

“Who cares ?’’ I said, intensely. ‘‘ A great passion 
is the pinnacle of life; and from that pinnacle we will 
look down upon the guilty world, not they on us. 
Like people in novels. Are there not dancing-halls in 
Italy, my dear? ”’ 

“TI don’t want to dance with Italians,’”’ said Phyllis. | 

“You won't,” I said, strongly. 
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“T don’t think you’re going to be at all nice in the 
home, Mr. Moon.” 

“And then, my dear,” I went on, earnestly, 
** think of it! No more concealment, no more furtive 
meetings—isn’t that worth a sacrifice ? ”’ 

““T can’t remember that we’ve had any furtive 
meetings, John. I’ve always thought they must be 
rather fun.”’ | 

““T don’t believe you've vead any novels,’ I said, 
disgustedly. 

“Don’t think I’m regretting our decision, John,” 
said Phyllis. ‘“‘ I shall love being ostracized by ae 
Hullo, there’s Gordon ! ”’ 

“Oh, Lord! ’’ I replied, tersely. 

Dancers were beginning to arrive, and with them, of 
course, the inevitable Mr. Smith—Smith and Lettice 
Trout ! 
~ “ You won’t mind my dancing with Gordon once or 
twice, John ?”’ said Phyllis, with mischief in her eye. 
“You see, now that we're eloping, you have a life of 
me before you—but it’s Gordon’s last night, isn’t it ? ”’ 

“Of course,” I said. ‘“‘ But you won’t forget that 
our train goes at midnight ? ”’ 

“Of course not, Mr. Moon.” 

At ten minutes to twelve I watched them dancing 
for the third time, magically graceful, magically at 
one. And it may be that I sighed; for I shall never 
dance like Mr. Smith. I should never be magically 
at one with Phyllis, though I danced with her for 
life. 

Phyllis joined me in the courtyard at the end, 
flushed and glowing, and her eyes shining. 

‘Well, Mr. Moon,” she said, brightly, “is it time 
to go? I’m so excited.” 

I pointed up the river to a line of light flickering 
across a bridge. 
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“The midnight train,” I said. “ I’ll take you home 
instead.” | 

“Oh, dear, we’ve missed it!” said Phyllis. 
“Won't Mary be disappointed ? ”’ 

“‘ Disappointed ? How, Miss Fair ? ”’ 

“Well, of course, I gave her just the tiniest hint, 
Mr. Moon.”’ 

“The deuce you did!”’ I said. 


“The end of a perfect day,’ said Phyllis, later, 
looking down like an angel from her front door. “I 
hope it has been perfect, John.” 

“It has, Phyllis,’ I sighed. 

“And I hope it was the nght end,” she said, 
demurely. 

“T expect it was.” 

“You weren’t serious?” she said, anxiously. 
“ You were pretending ? ”’ 

“Of course,” I said. ‘“‘ But it was worth pre- 
tending.” 

“TI don’t know. I like you much better now.” 

“ Exactly,” I said, taking her two hands. “ It was 
worth it—for that.”’ 

“Well, good-bye, John. Virtue is its own reward, 
remember.” . 

_ “ But sometimes,” I said, looking up and down the 
street, ‘‘ it is as well to humour it with something more, 
a little testimonial, shall we say ie 

“Well, just the tiniest, perhaps,’ said Phyllis, 
coming down a step. “‘ Good-bye, John.” 

And in the morning I took the train to my house, 
thinking to myself it would be pleasant to be settled 
at home with my Angela again, to sit together in the 
evenings and argue happily about everything, all old 
squabbles forgotten, and a brand-new life ahead of 
J Eee 
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I opened the front door and put my foot upon a 
letter. It was from Angela; and it began: 


“ DEAR Rosin, 
“ You will not find me at home.” . . 


I gasped. Somehow I had never thought of that. 
It went on: 


“I am sorry to have to tell you that I have been 
compelled to institute proceedings for a divorce... . You 
and Phyllts .. .” 


I gasped a second time. 


CHAPTER XI 


THE DIFFERENCE 


Death Rate continue to fall the Marriage Rate 
continues to rise. It is curious that while much is 
said and written about the Divorces which take place 
in our land, little is said about the Divorces which do 
not take place. Indeed, few people realize how 
numerous they are. This, of course, is the fault of 
Literature and the Drama. For a man can no more 
make a play out of a happy marriage than he can 
make an omelet without breaking eggs. 
The average number of marriages in the United 
Kingdom every year is 
400,000, odd. 
The average number of divorces in the United 
Kingdom is 


le is curious that while the Birth Rate and the 


1,000, odd. 

And since on the average it takes from four to five 
years to bring a given couple to the blessed state of 
divorce the true statistical proportion of divorce to 
marriage may be said to be not I in 400, but I in 
2,000. 

This is not at all bad. But I do not remember a 
play in which these figures were very clearly illus- 
trated. 

There would be even more marriages, I think, and 
even fewer divorces, if they were all managed like 
mine. 
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Nevertheless, it is even now an occasional complaint 
of my dear wife Angela’s that I made fun of her 
petition for divorce. Had it ever come to court she 
might have had reason to complain; for failure of 
any kind means so much in the theatrical profession ; 
and if she should ever want to act again it would no 
doubt tell against her if she had once brought an 
unsuccessful suit for divorce. But I remind her 
always that I meant no disrespect to her, for I never 
for a moment believed that she had very much to do 
with it. 

Most of the misfortunes of women are attributed to 
men ; but if only women would leave each other alone, 
how much happier every one would be! Angela’s 
trouble, of course, was entirely due to the kindly 
promptings of poor Mary Banbury, inflamed by the 
twin unselfish motives of busyness and revenge. 
Revenge? I hate to strike a melodramatic note in 
an affair so laughable; but there is no doubt that, 
from that far-off night at Boom’s, Mary had never 
for a moment forgotten that it was Phyllis and I who 
found her dancing with the policeman, and that it 
was I who saw what happened at the Dark End. What 
she did forget was my chivalrous rescue of her from 
the consequences of her skittishness, and our discreet 
silence afterwards. But there it is—she was deter- 
mined in some way to see me discomfited; and no 
doubt we were foolish not to take her seriously. To 
be fair to the poor creature, I fancy her schemes ran 
away with her and took her farther than she intended. 
As for Angela, I could not blame her. Those innocent 
adventures of which you have read, without a thought 
of evil, may well have had a black look when assembled 
into one story and presented by an artist like Mary. 
I could see her standing over Angela while that letter 
was written. And since I had her to thank for the 
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filing of Angela’ s petition, I resolved that she should 
assist in removing it from the file. 


_ My first action was to call a Conference. Since 
Mary knew all about my private affairs I took it they 
were now public property, and there could be no harm 
in a frank discussion at a semi-public meeting. 

I drafted what the politicians call a Three-Lined- 
Whip : 


MARRIAGE (AND DIVORCE) OF MR. AND MRS. 
MOON 


There will be a discussion of the above at 

The Shingles, Chelsea, on Friday next, at 

I2 noon, when serious allegations will be 

made, and a division of opinion ts certain. 
Your attendance 1s essential. 


_ I typed this out and sent a copy to Angela, to Phyllis, 
to Major Trevor, and to Mary Banbury. I nearly © 
sent one to Mr. Smith, but decided to let him off. 
Angela’s whip I marked 11.30 a.m. 

On Wednesday I rang up Phyllis and had some 
serious words with her. Then I rang up Mary 
Banbury. 

“Hullo! ’’ Isaid. ‘“‘ Good afternoon, Mrs. Banbury. 
You’ve been butting in, I hear.” 

“T’ve only done my duty,” she said, stiffly. 
“What’s this nonsense you've sent me? It’s time 
you were serious, Mr. Moon.” — 

“On the contrary,” I said, “ it’s taking these things 
seriously that keeps the lawyers busy. By the way, 
Mary, can you tell me what Major Trevor’s been doing 
the last few weeks ? ”’ 

“ How should I know ? ” 
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“You know everything,” I said, respectfully. 

Along the wires I could somehow feel the passage of 
a reluctant, satisfied purr. 

“It’s nothing to do with me,” she said. 

“It’s your duty,” I said. ‘‘ Could you tell me, for 
example, which day it was he asked Angela to run 
away with him? ”’ 

“T can’t tell you anything.” 

“Oh!” I said, and there was a short pause. 
“You're coming on Friday, of course ? ”’ 

“ Certainly not.” 

“ That’s a pity, Mrs. Banbury. Serious allegations 
will be made, you know.” 

I paused again. No sound was heard. 

“In that case I’d better send the whip to Jack 
instead. I thought perhaps you'd rather come your- 
self.” 

' No sound was heard. 

“On the other hand,’ I said, ‘‘ I might be able to 
let you off altogether. I hate to mention it,’ I went 
on, “ but does Jack know about the policeman ? ”’ 

“Why are you such a beast?” said the lady, 
surprisingly. 

“T’m only doing my duty,” I said, sadly. ‘ Does 
Jack know—— ”’ 

’ 66 No.”’ 

“In that case—I repeat—do you know anything 
about Major Trevor? Nothing unpleasant, you 
understand, but anything in the nature of a general 
discussion on elopements, mutual glances at the 
Opera, prolonged handshakes, exceptional politeness, 
joint visits to dressmakers, joint attendance at 
matinées, unsigned notes or affectionate trunk calls ? 
Anything of that nature?” 

‘‘T shall be alone at tea-time, 
at last. 
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said Mrs. Banbury 
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“Very well,” I said, and rang off. 

On the Friday morning Angela arrived first, as I 
had arranged. She came in jauntily, looking her very 
best, and wearing a copy of her “ going-away ”’ hat— 
the rogue! Ten seconds later we were wrapped, as 
the novelists say, in a fond embrace. 

“Oh, dear!’ she sighed, disengaging herself at 
last, “I’m so happy, Robin. I knew it couldn’t be 
true.” And she was so overjoyed that she began to 
cry. 

“What couldn’t be true?” I asked, in the first 
pause. 

‘“‘ What they all s—s—said about you,”’ she sobbed. 

“Who are they all? ”’ 

“Well, Mary, chiefly,”’ she said, drying her eyes. 

“Then of course it wasn’t true. And may I 
observe,” I said, severely, “‘ that in listening to any- 
thing that anybody said you have broken Rule 4 of 
the Regulations for the Conduct of a Holiday Moon. 
Any indiscretions, as you know, are reported by the 
party concerned at the end of the Moon. In the 
normal course I should now give you the true account 
of the various episodes of which ‘ they all’ have told 
you. As it is, I shan’t tell you anything.” 

“Oh, well,’ said Angela, clinging; “it doesn’t 
matter now. I never believed it.” 

“Then why,’ I began, “did you act as if——” 
But I remembered that I was speaking to a woman. 

_ “Then you'll take the little petition off the file ? ”’ 
I said instead. 

‘The what ?”’ she said, as if she had forgotten all 
about it. 

‘““ The petition, my dearest.”’ 

“Oh, yes, Robin, of course! That’s all right,” 
said Angela, clinging still more. ‘ Only—only——’” 

“Only what ?” 
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“ Only I do think it would be better if you didn’t 
see Phyllis any more.”’ 

Angela peeped up at me under her hat as she said 
this, her eyes exceedingly bright and cunning, like a 
naughty bird’s. 

“Well, I’m——’” I replied, with a sigh. ‘“‘ Then 
you are jealous ? ”’ 

“« Jealous ! ’’ she cried, and stopped clinging. ‘‘ How 
absurd you are! No, Robin, it’s not that. But she 
isn’t—she isn’t worthy of you. You're too good for 
her. That’s all.” 

“‘ That’s nonsense,’’ I replied, I regret to say. 

“T can’t think what you see in her ? ”’ 

“What do you see in Major Trevor?’ I asked, 
gently. 

“ That’s different,’ said Angela. 

“ How ?”’ 

“You can’t compare him and Phyllis,” said Angela, 
who thinks, like many women, that to defend an 
unreasonable proposition she has only to say it again 
in a different way. ‘‘ Bim’s just a friend,’ she 
added. 

‘“What’s Phyllis, then ? ” 

“‘ She’s different,” said Angela, but this time rashly 
developed the proposition. “You know perfectly 
well that Phyllis is only playing with you. Bim’s 
fond of me. He’ S one of my oldest friends. He’d do 
anything for me.’ 

“ Would he?” I moutiered) musing. 

“TI do think you might be nice,” said the wicked 
creature, “‘ after I’ve forgiven you.”’ 

*“‘ Will you give up seeing Bim,” I said, ignoring the 
infamous implication, ‘‘ if I give up seeing Phyllis ? ”’ 

“Why should I ?”’ said Angela, threatening to cry. 
““T tell you he’s d—d—different. Will you give up 
Phyllis if I for—g—give you? ”’ 
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“No,” I said, kissing the wretch. ‘“‘ It wouldn’t be 
good for you. It’s a matter of principle.” 

“It’s just like you,” she said, hiding her face, “ to 
sp—spoil it all. Why can’t you be nice to me—after 
all these weeks ? ”’ 

“Why should I be nasty to Phyllis,” I said, “ after 
all these years ? ”’ 

‘““T’m beginning to think,” said Angela, “‘ that it ts 
true, after all.’”’ And she burst into tears. 

A woman in tears is like a wet Sunday in 
London: it makes a man question the supremacy 
of Reason. I wavered, as usual; but principle 
prevailed. 

“In that case,’’ I said, with a sigh, “ we'd better 
get on with these divorces.” 

At that moment the front door bell rang, and I 
stepped into the hall. Phyllis had arrived. I took 
her into the smoking-room and gave her a few instruc- 
tions. I did not see why she should begin the 
Conference at a disadvantage. 

The Major arrived a minute later. I had arranged 
four chairs in the drawing-room, committee-wise, two 
pairs facing each other. 

“ Will you sit there, Major ?”’ I said, gravely, and 
I motioned him to a seat next to Angela. 

‘“ Thanks,” said the Major, with a frightened glance 
about the room; and he sat down stiffly, as if at an 
inquest. Angela gave him one look, and continued 
to cry quietly. 

Then I went out and led in Phyllis, leaning on my 
arm. Phyllis was quite broken-up. Her face was 
pale; she wore a black dress and a large black hat, 
and she too was weeping: not noisily, but bitterly— 
just bitterly. We took the two remaining chairs, _ 
When Angela saw that Phyllis was crying, she began - 
drying her eyes, 7 
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I cleared my throat. 

“Now, sir,” said the Major, “may we ask the 
meaning of this foolery ? ”’ 

I fixed the Major with my eye, in the manner of a 
fashionable K.C. 

‘Take your mind back to the r4th of June, Major 
Trevor,’’ I said, sharply. 

The Major’s glance wavered under this attack and 
he made an inarticulate stammering sound. 

‘“‘ Did you on that day put through a telephone call 
from Carlisle to London, Major Trevor ? ”’ : 

“IT may have,” stammered the Major, “ but what 
the devi ee 

‘““ Keep cool, Major,” I said, kindly. ‘ Take your 
time. And that, I believe, was in order to enjoy a 
private conversation with Mrs. Moon ? ”’ 

“Certainly,” said he, defiantly. ‘‘ Have you any 
objection ? ”’ 

‘““ None whatever. And was the cost of this message 
about three shillings and ninepence ?”’ 

* very likely,” 

“‘ A large sum of money for a military man to spend 
on a mere conversation ? ”’ 

UNG. 

“Exactly. And would it be fair to say, Major 


Trevor, that in the past four weeks you have attended 


at least three charity matinées in company with Mrs. 


~ Moon?” 


9) 


“Certainly,” said the Major, easily mystified, but 
greatly relieved, I felt. 

“ And have you until this month, in the whole course 
of your career, attended a single charity matinée before ?”’ 
_ “ N—no,” said the Major, doubtfully. “ I’m a busy 
man. But what’s all this to——” 
~ “ Precisely, Major. And do you in correspondence 


with Mrs. Moon habitually sign yourself ‘ yours ever’? ”’ 


9 
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‘Oh, well,’’ said the Major, smiling, ‘ we’re very 
old friends.”’ J 

“Exactly. And have you, on any occasion, in 
bidding her farewell, retained possession of her hand 
for a longer period than is essential or customary at 
a formal parting ? ”’ 

“My dear sir ”’ the Major began, feebly. 

“Exactly, Major. Now let me take you back to 
the night of the 29th of June. Did you, or did you 
not, on that night, in the small conservatory at Lady 
Maud July’s, invite Mrs. Moon to accompany you to 
Northern Italy ? ” 

“Look here!’ the Major spluttered. ‘‘ You’ve no: 
right—you’re going too far, Moon.” 

“T’m afraid I must ask for an answer,’ I said, 
gravely. 

‘‘T decline to be questioned in this way,’’ said he, 
uncomfortably, with a glance at Angela. Then, 
“No,” he said, ‘‘ I didn’t.” 

“Oh, Bim!” said Angela, reproachfully, ‘“ You 
know you always do.” 

The Major looked at her; then rose with de- | 
cision from his seat, ejaculating the words, “‘ Look | 
here se 

“Sit down, Major,’”’ I said, soothingly. ‘“‘I won’t © 
press the question. At any rate, I may take it you 
have, like other sensible men, an admiration for 
my wife that amounts, at times, to something like 
affection ? ’’ 

‘“ Ye—es,”’ said the Major, cautiously, ‘‘ You might 
say that, I suppose.” 

“And there is little doubt, Major, that you would. 
make her happier than I do?” a 

‘I should be sorry to think I couldn’t do thate 
said the Major, warmly. Ke 

‘ Take her, then,” I said, rising. “She is yours” ~ 
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‘“‘T beg your pardon,” said the Major, recoiling. 

“Take her I say. Marry her.”’ 

“ Marry her! You're mad.” 

“Not immediately, of course,’ I said. ‘‘ But my 
wife, I understand, proposes to divorce me. I, on the 
other hand, propose to divorce her. The principal 
evidence against her we have just heard. Similar 
evidence—almost exactly similar evidence—is avail- 
able against myself, and will be furnished on demand. 
Most of it will be presented by a Mrs. Banbury. At 
first sight there may be difficulties on both sides, but 
any competent K.C. will be able to work up the 
material into a damning case. In less than a year we 
should both be free.”’ 

“ Don’t talk such nonsense, Robin,” said Angela. 

““ Miss Fair, I believe,” I continued, “is ready and 
anxious to marry me when it is all over. Am I right, 
Miss Fair ? ”’ 

I turned to Phyllis, who huge her head and mur- 
mured, “‘ Yes,’ with a pathetic little sniff. ‘‘I’d go 
to the ends of the earth with you,” she said, with a 


- tremor in her voice. 


“Thank you,” I said, much moved. ‘“‘ But before 
I agree to this change in our relations, I should wish 
to be certain that my dear wife Angela was to be in 
safe and competent hands. There is no man, 
Major——’” 

“One moment, Robin, 
tell you something.” 

“In a minute, my dear. There is no man, Major,” 
I continued, ‘“‘to whom I would more confidently 


9) 


said Angela. ‘I want to 


entrust my wife than yourself.’ The Major bowed 
stiffly. “As a soldier, it is true, you would not be 
_ able to give so much time to her as I should wish, but 


after the proceedings in court you will probably find 


_ it convenient to leave the Army, so that that objection 


Io 
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may be waived. May I ask if you are given to reading 
in bed, Major, or reading at meals? ” 

“Look here !’? said the Major, bouncing up 
again. | 

‘“Sit down, please. Both, I imagine? As a 
bachelor, both undoubtedly. And both these prac- 
tices I must ask you to abandon. A wife, at meal- 
times at least, must be entertained, and reading in bed 
keeps Angela awake. Then as to matinées. Three 
matinées in a month is not at all bad for an outsider, 
Major, but you will be expected to do better than that 
when you are married. Then there are flower-shows, 
picture galleries, At Homes, and concerts. And I must 
particularly request that you take no pleasure in any 
female society but that of my wife, for this annoys 
her ae 

“Look here, I’ve had enough of this,’”’ said the 
Major, rising finally. ‘‘ Good-bye, Mrs. Moon. And 
as for you, sir is 

“One moment, Major,’ I said, astonished. ‘‘ Am 
I to understand, then, that you vefuse to marry my 
wife ? ”’ 

“You may understand what the devil you please,” 
said the soldier, unpardonably. ‘‘ Now let me pass.” 

‘“‘ Can it be possible, Major,” I said, as one stupefied, 
“ that all this time you have been merely playing with 
my wife, fostering an affection which you were not 
prepared to satisfy and nourish with your life? And 
only this morning ’’—I sighed—“ she was saying that 
there was nothing you would not do for her. There 
is a word, Major, in frequent use at music-halls and 
among the vulgar, a common word unworthy to 
describe a delightful, pleasant, though doubtless 
unproductive form of human intercourse. The word 
is flirt. That word belongs to the vulgar, and I would 
not utter it of you. But there is a better word. Can 
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it be possible, Major, that you have been merely 
dallying? Oh, Major!” 

“Come outside!’”’ roared the Major; and, shaking 
his fist, he pushed past us to the door. 

“Bim!” cried Angela. ‘Hi! Stop!’ And the 
Major stopped in the doorway. 

“‘T’ve been trying to tell you, Robin,” she said— 
“only you will talk so much—that it’s all a mistake. 
I haven’t done anything about a divorce. I never 
thought of it. I never intende = 

“Pardon my absurd curiosity, my dear,’’ I said; 
“ but in that case, can you tell me why you wrote me 
a letter about it? I fancy you said you'd already 
filed the petition.” 

“It was Mary,’ said Angela. “I had to get her 
out of the house somehow. And that was the only 
way.” 

‘“A very reasonable explanation,” I said. ‘ But 
in that case perhaps we had better all kiss and be 
friends.’ 

So saying, I kissed Angela. And Phyllis and 
Angela fell on each other’s necks and began crying 
again. Meanwhile, I held out my hand to the Major. 

“ Pax!’ I said; “‘ and while the ladies are refreshing 
themselves after their kind, why don’t you come 
downstairs and take a loving-cup with me? ”’ 

The Major looked for a moment as if he would eat 
me, but decided to drink instead. We shook hands. 

When Phyllis left (with the Major) the situation was 
very easy, and there was more kissing. Indeed, the 
friendliness of the ladies had all the air of a combina- 
tion against Man. Angela pulled Phyllis back at the 
last moment, and murmured naughtily, ‘‘ By the way, 
Phyllis, would you veally have married him ? ” 

Phyllis gave me a quizzical glance, then whispered 
something in Angela’s ear. 


’ 
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“Just what I thought,” said Angela, nodding 
wisely ; and from the pleased expression on her face 
I could guess the kind of remark that Phyllis had 
made. 

The little pig ! 

“So there,’ said Angela, a little meaninglessly, as 
we shut the door behind them. But I knew what she 
meant. ; 

“T told you this morning,’’ I said, ‘‘ that they were 
just the same.” 


CHAPTER XII 


THE BEGINNING OF THE END 


in Sussex, at the parish church of Shambles, and 

Phyllis, by a very old arrangement, was chief 
bridesmaid. I will not say that Mr. Renton, Colonel 
Bungay, and other residents of Shambles, were wholly 
happy about the arrangement. It was pointed out 
that Stephen and Phyllis were once engaged, and 
therefore should not, in public, at any rate, confess 
that they were on speaking terms. But most of us 
thought that it was a happy gesture by all concerned. 

Angela refused to come, for the absurd reason that 
weddings made her feel unhappy. 

The only train of the day deposited the guests from 
London in the churchyard, as usual, about half an 
hour before the ceremony. We stood there chatting 
stiffly among the gravestones; and it struck me how 
suitably we were dressed for our surroundings. It 
was a fine, bright day, and from the churchyard you 
had a wide, smiling view over the Weald to the dark 
blue sweep of the Downs beyond. The trees were 
still green and fresh; birds sang; there was a joy in 
the air. And we were gathered there to celebrate the 
happiest day in the lives of two young people. Or so, 
at least, the poets have agreed to say. 

And we were dressed as we should have been dressed - 
to see the same young people cremated. But for 
Father Trout’s white spats, the white “slip” of 
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Colonel Bungay, and an occasional buttonhole, we 
men were arrayed exactly as we should have been 
arrayed for a funeral ; most of the women wore black ; 
and Jean, when she appeared, wore a garment ex- 
tremely likeashroud. Tulle, I fancy. Or maybe taffeta. 

Such thoughts as these oppressed my spirit during 
the service. God knows, I would not pretend that it 
is not a serious thing to be married; the marriage 
ritual excellently asserts the solemnity of the con- 
tract ; and so tremendous is the atmosphere of awe 
surrounding them that I suppose it is too much to 
expect the bride and bridegroom to look as if they 
enjoyed the prospect before them. Jean whispered 
her “I will,’’ poor thing, in the accents of a Christian 
martyr consenting to be burned alive; and Stephen 
as if he had been condemned to do the burning. The 
parson did his part in a voice of doom. A marriage, 
in theory, I suppose, is the grand beginning of things ; 
but no one can be present at an English wedding with- 
out the sensation that it is the end of everything. 

Perhaps it is. From where I stood (between two 
old ladies in black satin and jet) I could occasionally 
see Phyllis Fair’s head and the back of her neck. The 
“note ’’ of the bridesmaid’s dresses was gold, and she 
had some kind of a green and gold fillet round her 
head. She was being very efficient and motherly with 
two infant bridesmaids, who stood on the bride’s 
train and made ridiculous remarks. She, too, per- 
haps, would soon be loving, honouring, and obeying. 
Perhaps a mother. She too would be finished. 

I did not think much about the bride and bride- 
groom. One doesn’t—at a wedding. Husbands think 
about their own wives; and the bachelors think about 
the bridesmaids. To a certain extent I did both. 

One thinks of odd, far, silly things. ‘‘ With all my 
worldly goods I thee endow,” said somebody far away ; 
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and I thought of the National Anti-Profiteering 
Society, who are promoting a Bill, I have read, to 
give effect to the principle that every man on marriage 
shall make over a definite proportion of his wealth to 
his wife. Admirable, no doubt. But the marriage 
service must then be amended to: ‘‘ With 4o per cent 
of my worldly goods I thee endow, or such other 
percentage as Parliament shall from time to time 
determine... .”° 

We sang a sad psalm. 

Phyllis, I reflected, was once engaged to Stephen 
Trout. It might have been her wedding to-day. This 
thought gave me pleasure—I know not why. I have 
nothing against Stephen Trout. 

We sang a melancholy hymn. 

Still, we were in church, and I did not complain. 
But afterwards, at the Reception, when we definitely 
pass to the secular ‘side of the celebration, I do feel 
that we should pass more definitely to a different 
mood. The solemn vows are spoken, their fulfilment 
is a matter for the future. But xow—surely—there 
should be song and dance, feasting and revelry, some- 
thing at least to give expression to the old-fashioned 
notion that a marriage is a joyful thing. But this, I 
know, can scarce be done at half-past three in the 
afternoon. 

What happened was that we gathered in and about 
a large marquee on a wet lawn. I shook hands with 
the bride and bridegroom, and moved about among 
the chattering crowd, nibbling sandwiches and sugar- 
cakes, and talking about rain. 

In the “ Rime of the Ancient Mariner ”’ it is written : 


The Bridegroom’s doors are opened wide, 
And I am next of kin, 

The guests are met, the feast is set, 
May’st hear the merry din. _ 
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In the marquee there was a din, indeed; but none 
could call it merry. I saw Phyllis flitting about, . 
polite and charming, and she indeed looked gay 
enough. She seemed very busy, and once, I thought, 
avoided my eye. And I observed that from time to 
- time she halted and wrote something with a minute 
pencil in a tiny little golden book. 

Presently she came towards me. 

“So you’ve remembered my existence at last?” I 
remarked. 

“Not at all,” said Phyllis; “ I’ve remembered the 
existence of champagne.” 

I fought a passage between a colonel and a squire 
and fetched her a glass. Two glasses. 

When I returned she was busily writing in the little 
book again. 

‘“‘ Journalism ?”’ I inquired. 

Phyllis looked up, blushing a little. ‘‘ Making 
notes,” she said. ‘‘ For a future occasion.’’ 

“Ts somebody going to die? ”’ 

Phyllis looked puzzled. 

“TI thought perhaps the occasion was a burial. 
You might pick up some very useful tips this after- 
noon. I should certainly have the same parson. 
And, speaking for myself, I shall wear the same 
clothes.”’ 

“You may not be there, Mr. Moon. It’s a wedding.” 

“Whose wedding, Miss Fair ? ”’ 

“Oh, anybody’s! It might be mine.” 

“‘T shall certainly be there.” 

“You may not be asked, Mr. Moon.”’ 

I looked over her shoulder and read, with difficulty, 
“NO SQUASHY BUNS !—CAN’T BE EATEN STANDING— 
CHAIRS IN MARQUEE—LEMON SQUASH—NOSEGAYS FOR 
INFANTILE BRIDESMAIDS——” 

““ Have you made any note about the bridegroom ? ”’ 
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I asked, and.added a little wickedly, “‘ Something on 
the lines of Stephen, I suppose ? ”’ 

Phyllis, I repeat, was once engaged to Stephen. 

“ Not at all,”’ said Phyllis, and pouted with her nose, 
as rabbits do. 

“ Whoever it is,” I murmured, ‘‘ I shall be the best 
man, Miss Fair.” 

“Whoever it is,’”’ said Phyllis, ‘‘T hope you won't 
give me away, Mr. Moon.” 

“Well, well,” I sighed, “T was right, after all. 
Somebody 1s going to die.” 

“Who, John ? ”’ 

““ The bride,” I said, ‘‘ at this wedding you speak of. 
Poor Jean!” And I sighed again. 

“Poor Jean, Mr. Moon? She has achieved the 
greatest ambition of a woman’s life.”’ 

“To achieve your greatest ambition at the age of 
twenty-four 7s death. Think of it,’’ I went on earnestly. 
“ To-night, of all the fine young men who know and 
admire her, not one will give her a second thought. 
Not one will say to himself, ‘ Shall I ask Jean to dance 
with me, or Kate, or Phyllis?’ They will say, ‘Shall 
I ask Kate or Phyllis?’ The name of Jean Renton 
will be wiped to-night from twenty invisible 
slates.”’ 

“Tf you mean Kate Manners,” said Phyllis, a little 
warmly, ““no man of any sense would ask himself 
such a question.” 

“T meant any, Phyllis,’ I said hastily. “I know 
several myself.”’ 

“Oh,” said she. ‘‘ Well, you're a little depressing, 
Mr. Moon. Wouldn’t you be interested in me any 
more if I was married ? ”’ 

‘‘Not to the same extent, Miss Fair. It wouldn’t 
be right.” 

“Tt isn’t right now, Mr. Moon. And I think 
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you're wrong about marriage,” she said, in a wise old 
way. 

“Look about you,’ I said. “ You may have 
observed that every one is talking about love-affairs. 
No one is talking about this marriage. They are 
talking about you, not about Jean ‘i 

“I don’t want to be talked about,’’ said Phyllis, 
airily. 

“You will, when you are married. Consider also 
the sombre clothes and faces of those about you, and 
compare them with the bright eyes and the gay 
costumes of those who throng to hear the celebration 
of a divorce.”’ 

Phyllis looked about her. 

‘Well? I’ve considered that. And what’s the 
conclusion, Mr. Moon ? ”’ 

“The conclusion is that a marriage is a dull thing, 
Miss Fair.”’ 

“When it is celebrated at half-past two in the 
afternoon, I agree, Mr. Moon. The wedding I am 
thinking of will not be.” | 

“ By the Marriage Act, 1886,’’ I said, learnedly, ‘‘ it 
must be. Between 8.0 a.m. and 3.0 p.m.”’ 

“ By the Marriage Act, 1823,’’ said Phyllis, coolly, 
“one can get a special licence and have it done at any 
convenient time or place. The girl I am thinking of 
is going to be married at 7 o'clock on a summer's 
evening. Every one in evening dress. Including the 
bridesmaids, Mr. Moon. After the service there is to 
be a banquet. And after that, dancing. And I dare 
say Mr. Moon will drink too much. Or will it be too 
dull for him ? ”’ 

“ T’m afraid you’ve missed the point——’”’ I began. 

“Come and see the presents,” said Phyllis. 

“You're talking about weddings, Miss Fair. I’m 
talking about marriages.”’ 
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“T’m going to see the presents,’ said Phyllis, 
firmly, moving away. I followed. 

We wandered with the crowd round the barbarous 
display of trophies in the billiard-room, Phyllis making 
an occasional note in her book. 

We passed at last five mustard-pots, sixteen toast- 
racks, and seven cases of dessert-knives, a little 
tactlessly displayed together on a side table. 

“Is there so much dessert in all the world?” I 
murmured. 

Phyllis stopped and made a note. 

“IT wish you wouldn’t do that, Phyllis,” I said. 

“Why not, John ? ” | 

“It annoys me.” 

“Why, Mr. Moon ? ”’ 

“T don’t quite know.” 

Phyllis looked at me and opened her mouth to 
speak, as if about to say something sharp. But her 
eyes softened, and she said nothing. 

“The Ancient Egyptians,’ I remarked, as we 
passed on, “‘ when a personage died, presented him 
with every kind of domestic article, food and drink— 
enough to supply him for the whole of the after-life. 
This I feel, is a very similar custom.”’ 

“How you do repeat yourself, Mr. Moon. Oh, 
what jolly tea-cups!’’ said Phyllis. 

“They'll soon be _ broken,’ I said, _ cheer- 
fully. 

“Poor Jean. She’ll soon be ordering new ones. 
And new dishes. And new dessert-knives. New this. 
And new that. In a year or two they'll all be gone. 
Only Stephen will remain.” 

‘T like ordering things,”’ said Phyllis. 

“Meals ?’”? I murmured. But Phyllis was eagerly 
examining a basketful of linen. 

“Observe,” I said, “how domestic are the gifts. 
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Each, in some subtle way, suggests settledness, 
finality, the end of things. Sheets and blankets, 
not gay embroideries. Blotters, not bangles. All is 
useful. There is nothing for joy.”’ 

“What would you suggest as a ‘joyous’ present, 
Mr. Moon ?”’ 

I had no immediate answer. 

“Well, not this undoubtedly ancient grandfather 
clock,’’ I said at last. ‘“‘ Night after night, year after 
year, Jean will ask Stephen if he has wound up this 
clock. Night after night Stephen will have forgotten 
it—or, still more awful, he will have remembered it. 
Night after night——”’ 

“ At any rate, they will always know what time it 
is,’ said Phyllis. 

“ Tf you are happy,” I said, “‘ you do not care what 
time it is.”’ 

“What time is it now? ”’ said Phyllis, casually. 

“ Day after day ’ Twenton. ‘“‘ Can you imagine 
a lifetime spent with Stephen ? ”’ 

“T did. once,”’: ‘said Phyllis, soberly: 7 ties 
was the day I broke it off. What time is it, 
John?” 

“Can you imagine a lifetime spent with anyone, 
Phyllis ? ”’ 

I do not know why I went on in this way. I know 
very well that it was both discreditable and idle. And 
so I knew at the time. 

“Tve tried,” said Phyllis, with a patient air. 
“T’m doing so now, Mr. Moon. What time is it, 

please ?”’ 
JT -sighed. 

“It’s Mr. Smith, I suppose ? ” 

“It’s Mr. Moon,”’ said Phyllis, gravely. ‘“ But I 
can’t imagine it. I’ve asked you three times——’” 

‘Tt’s four o’clock,” I said, 
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“T must go and dress the bride,” said Phyllis, and 
scurried away. 

After we had thrown rice in the faces of the happy 
pair, and sent them off with that accompaniment of 
_ Jeers and semi-malicious practical jokes which is con- 
sidered suitable for such occasions, I wandered out 
on to the deserted lawn, for my train did not leave 
for another hour. I paced up and down, thinking 
even less of the bride and bridegroom than before. 
And presently Phyllis came out. 

“There’s one present I don’t think you've seen,” 
she said, a little slyly, and turned invitingly indoors. 
“Unless you’re in a hurry to go, Mr. Moon? I’ve 
something to tell you.” 

“TI don’t want to hear it,” I said. ‘‘ But you may 
show me the present.”’ 

We went upstairs to a kind of studio, where was 
the enormous grand piano which Mrs. Renton had 
given Jean. On the music-stand stood a book of old 
English songs, such as Phyllis sings. 

““ Sing me a song, Phyllis,” I said. 

“What shall I sing, Mr. Moon?” said Phyllis, 
turning over the pages. 

“You might sing ‘So we'll go no more a-Roving,’ 
Miss Fair.” 

“Oh, dear!’ said Phyllis. ‘‘ That isn’t in the 
book. Are you feeling sentimental, John ?”’ 

“Yes, Phyllis. I like it.” : 

“So do I, John. But I think it’s just as well we 
didn’t elope last June, Mr. Moon.” 

“‘ Possibly, Miss Fair. But why?” 

“You wouldn’t be sentimental any more, John; 
not by this time.” 

“Not on the Italian Lakes ?*” 

“Not about me. Men are only sentimental about 
the things they can’t have, Mr. Moon.” 
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‘‘ And women, Miss Fair ? ”’ 

‘‘ Women are sentimental about the things they've 
got. Husbands, for example.” 

“ That’s sentimentality.” 

“It’s very sensible,” said Phyllis. 

‘You might sing that,’’ I said, looking over her 
shoulder. 

“Very well, John. But it isn’t a woman’s song.” 

“It isn’t a sensible song, certainly. But it suits 
you, Phyllis.”’ 

Phyllis sang ‘‘O Mistress Mine, where are you 
Roaming ? ’’—very soft and sweet and clear. And 
towards the end of the second verse, a slow faint 
flush crept over her cheeks. 


What is love? ’Tis not hereafter ; 

Present mirth hath present laughter, 
What’s to come is still unsure ; 

In delay there lies no plenty ; 

Then come kiss me, sweet and twenty ! 
Youth’s a stuff will not endure, 


“Thank you, Phyllis,’ I said. ‘‘ But you rather 
hurried over the last line but one.” 

‘“‘ There’s no one here who is—who is twenty,” said 
Phyllis, softly, looking at the book. 

_ “ Thank you, Phyllis,” I said again. 

“It’s a beautiful song,”’ she said. 

“Tt is,’ I admitted. ‘‘ But is it sensible? What, 
for example, does it mean? ”’ : 

“It means,” said Phyllis, hesitating—‘ it means— 
well, I told you I had something to tell you, John.” 
She_paused. 

“The important line,’ I observed, ‘‘ is ‘ What's to 
come 1s stil unsure, Which is both sensible and 
beautiful, I agree, for it contains the whole meaning 
of life, the delicious pleasures of uncertainty.”’ 
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“It’s a man’s line,” said Phyllis. ‘“‘ But it goes on, 
Mr. Moon, ‘ In delay there lies no plenty.’ ” 

“It goes on, Miss Fair, ‘Then come kiss me, sweet 
and twenty.’ ’’ 3 

“Exactly, Mr. Moon,” said Phyllis, coolly, meeting 
my gaze. 

“Exactly. Nothing is said, for example, about 
marriage. The emphasis is on love.” os 

“Marriage is implied, Mr. Moon. For it finishes, 
‘ Youth's a stuff will not endure.’ ”’ 

“Not after marriage, he means,”’ 

““ You're very perverse, John.” 

“ The truth is, it might mean anything. But the 
important line, I repeat, is ‘ What’s to come 1s still 
unsure,’ ”” 

“What I was going to tell you, John, was this 

“TI mustn’t miss my train, Phyllis,” I said, looking 
at my watch. ‘ Will you be coming up with me? 
You could tell me better in the train.” 

“T’m sorry, John,” said Phyllis, softly. ‘‘ Someone 
said they’d fetch me in a car.” 

Py eeey yr yIus o 

“ Well, he, John, if you must have it.” 

“IT suppose I must,” I said. 

Just then the door opened, and round it came the 
head of Mr. Smith, looking very twenty, and, I suppose, 
sweet. 

“ Hullo!” he said, brightly—then shyly, ‘‘ have 
you told him, Phyllis?” 

“ Tve been trying, Gordon. But he will interrupt.” 

“I won’t interrupt any more,” I said, and I shook 
him warmly by the hand. “I’m very glad. I wish 
you everything. And now I must go.” 

“Tm glad, Phyllis,” I said, taking her hand. 

And “‘ Thank you, John,” said she. 

And I suppose I was glad. 
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I’m sure I was. 

I am now. 

I cannot answer for the future. 
‘“‘ Good-bye, Miss Fair,’’ I said. 
‘“‘ Good-bye, Mr. Moon.” 
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MAN AND THE UNIVERSE, Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. net; also Fcap. 8vo, 
2s. net; THE SuRVIVAL oF Man; A Study in Unrecognized Human 
Faculty, Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. net; also Fceap. 8vo, 2s. net; REASON 
AND BELIEF, 2S. net; THE SUBSTANCE OF FAITH, 2s. net; RAYMOND 
REVISED; 6s. net. 


Lucas (E. V.)— 

Tue Lire or CHARLES Lams, two volumes, Feap. 8vo, 21s. net; 
Epwin Austin ABBEY, R.A., 2 vols., £6, 6s. net ; VERMEER OF DELFT, 
Fceap. 4to, 10s. 6d. net. A WANDERER IN HoLianp, Ios. 6d. net; A 
WANDERER IN Lonpov, Ios. 6d. net ; LONDON REVISITED, Ios. 6d. net ; 
A WANDERER IN Paris, ros. 6d. net; A WANDERER IN FLORENCE, 
tos. 6d. net; A WANDERER IN VENICE, ros. 6d. net; A WANDERER 
AmonG Pictures: A Guide to the Great Galleries of Europe, 8s. 6d. 
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net; THE Oprn Roap: A Little Book for Wayfarers, Feap. 8vo, 
6s. net; also an edition illustrated by CLtaupEr A: SHEPPERSON, 
ros. 6d. net; also an edition on India Paper, Leather, 7s. 6d. net; 
THe Frirenpty Town: A Little Book for the Urbane, 6s. net; 
FIRESIDE AND SUNSHINE, 6s. net ; CHARACTER AND COMEDY, 65s. net ; 
THe GentLest Art: A Choice of Letters by Entertaining Hands, 
6s. 6d. net; THe Srconp Post, 6s. net; Her INFINITE VARIETY: 
A Feminine Portrait Gallery, 6s. net; Goop Company: A Rally 
of Men, 6s. net; Onz Day AND ANOTHER, 6s. net; OL_p LAmps FoR 
New, 6s. net; LoireRER’s HARVEST, 6s. net; CLOUD AND SILVER, 
6s. net ; A BOSWELL OF BAGHDAD AND OTHER Essays, 6s. net; "IT wixt 
EaGLE AND Dove, 6s. net; THE PHANTOM JOURNAL, AND OTHER 
Essays AND Diversions, 6s. net; GIVING AND RECEIVING, 6s. net; 
Luck OF THE YEAR, 6s. net; ENCOUNTERS AND Diversions, 6s. net ; 
SPECIALLY SELECTED: A Choice of Essays, illustrated by G. L. Stampa, 
7s. 6d. net; URBANITIES, illustrated by G. L. Stampa, 7s. 6d. net ; 
You Know WHat Prope Arg, illustrated by Gzorcr Morrow, 5s. 
net; THe Same Star: A Comedy in three Acts, 3s. 6d. net; Tue 
BritisH ScHoot: An Anecdotal Guide to the British Painters and 
Paintings in the National Gallery, 6s. net; Lirttz Booxs on THE 
GREAT MasTERs, 5s. net each; RovinGc East AND Rovina Wssz, 5s. 
net. See also Dots’ Housr (The Queen’s). 


Lynd (Robert), THE BLUE LION. Fcap. 8vo, 6s. net. 
THE PEAL OF BELLS. Fcap. 8vo, 6s. net. 
McDougall (William) — 


An IntTRODUCTION TO SocraL PsycnoLocy. Eighteenth Edition. 
Cr. 8vo, 8s. 6d. net; Bopy anp Minp: A History and a Defence of 
Animism, with Diagrams, Sixth Edition, Demy 8vo, 128. 6d. net; 
AN OUTLINE oF PsycHoLoGy, Demy 8vo, 12s. net ; NATIONAL WELFARE 
AND NATIONAL Decay, with Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 6s.net. Etsics 
AND SoME MopERN WorLD PROBLEMS, 7s. 6d. net. 

Maeterlinck (Maurice) — 

Tue Buive Birpv: A Fairy Play in Six Acts, 6s. net and 2s. 6d, net; 
Tue BETROTHAL, Fcap., 6s. net, paper 3s. 6d. net ; MARY MAGDALENE, 
5s. net and 2s. net; Deatu, 3s. 6d. net; Our ETERNITY, 6s. net; 
Tue UNKNOWN GUEST, 6s. net; THE WRACK OF THE STORM, 68. net; 
Tue Mrracie oF SAINT ANTHONY: A Play in One Act, 3s. 6d. net; 
THE BURGOMASTER OF STILEMONDE: A Play in Three Acts, 5s. net; 
Mountain Patus, 6s. net; Tyittyzt, Told for Children (illustrated), 
2is.net. (The above books are Translated by A. TEIXEIRA DE MATTOS.) 
Porms, 5s. net (Done into English by BERNARD MIALL); THE CLoup 
THAT LirTED and THe Power or THE Dreav: Two Plays, Translated 
by F. M. Arxinson, 7s. 6d. net; THe Great Secret (Translated by 
BERNARD MIALL), 7s. 6d. net. 

Marriott (Sir J. A. R.). ECONOMICS ANDETHICS. Demy 
8vo, Ios. 6d. net. 

Methuen (Sir A.) AN ANTHOLOGY OF MODERN 
VERSE. With Introduction by Rosert Lynp. 82nd Thousand. 
Eighteenth Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 6s. net. Thin paper, leather, 7s. 6d. net. 

SHAKESPEARE TO HARDY: AN ANTHOLOGY OF 
EncuiisH Lyrics. Third Edition. Feap. 8vo, 6s. met. Leather, 
7s. 6d. net. 

Milne (A. A.)— 

Not tHatT 1t Marters. Fourth Edition. Fecap. 8vo, 3s. 6d. net, 
Ir I May. Fifth Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 3s. 6d. net. WHEN WE WERE 
Very Younc. With decorations by Ernest H. SHEeParp. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. net. 

Oman (Sir Charles) A HISTORY OF THE ART OF 
WAR IN THE MIDDLE AGES, a.p. 378-1485. Second Edition, 
Revised and Enlarged. Two Volumes. Illustrated. Demy 8vo, 
£1, 16s. net. 
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Oxenham (John). Eight Volumes of Poems. Small Pott 
8vo, 1s. 3d. net each volume. 
Bers In AMBER. 2s. net. ALtit’s WELL; THE Kinc’s HicH WAY} 
THe VISION SPLENDID; THE Fiery Cross; HEARTS COURAGEOUS} 
HicH Attars; ALL CLEAR! 


Ferry (W. J.)— 
THE CHILDREN OF THE Sun. With Maps, Demy 8vo, 18s. net; THE 
OrIcIN OF Macic AND RELIGIon, Crown 8vo, 6s. net; THE GROWTH 
OF CIVILIZATION. With Maps, Crown 8vo, 6s. net. 


Petrie (Sir Flinders) A HISTORY OF -EGYPT. 
Illustrated. Six Volumes. Crown 8vo, each gs. net. 

r. From tHe Ist to XVITH Dynasty. Eleventh Edition (12s. 
net). uw. THe XVIItH AND XVIIItTH Dynasties. Seventh Edition 
Revised, 11. XIXtH To XX XtH Dynastigs. Second Edition. 1v. Eaypr 
UNDER THE ProtEMAIc Dynasty. J.P.Manarry. Second Edition. v. 
EGyptT UNDER Roman Rute. J.G. Mitnge. Third Edition, Revised 
(r2s. net). vi. Ecypt In THE MIDDLE noes STANLEY LANE-POOLE. 
Second Edition (ros. net). 


Pollitt (Arthur W.). THE ENJOYMENT OF MUSIC. 


Crown 8vo, 5s. net. 


Ponsonby (Arthur) ENGLISH DIARIES. Demy 


8vo, 21s. net. 


Smith (C. Fox)— 

Saitor Town Days, Illustrated, Second Edition, Crown 8vo, 6s. 
net; SHrp ALLEY: Moret Satior Town Days, Illustrated, Crown 
8vo: 6s. net; SzA Soncs AND BALLADS, I917=1922, Illustrated, 
Second Edition, Crown 8vo, 6s. net; A Boox or Famous Suips, Illus- 
trated, Crown 8vo, 6s. net. THE "RETURN OF THE “ CuTTY SARK.” 
Illustrated. Fecap. 4to, 3s. 6d. net. 


Stevenson (R. L.). THE LETTERS OF ROBERT 
LOUIS STEVENSON TO HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS. Selected 
and Edited by Srr Sipney Corvin. Four Volumes, Fifth 
Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 6s. net each. 

Tatchell (Frank) THE HAPPY TRAVELLER: A 


Book FoR Poor Men. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. net. 


Thomson (J. Arthur) WHATIS MAN? Second Edition. 


Crown 8vo, 6s. 6d. net. 


SCIENCE AND RELIGION. Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 
Tilden (W. T.)— 


Tue Art or Lawn Tennis. Illustrated. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo, 
6s. net. Lawn TENNIS FOR YOUNG PLAYERS; LAWN TENNIS FOR 
CLtuB PLAYERS; LAwn TENNIS FOR MatcH Prayers. Each Fcap. 
8vo, 2s. 6d. net. SINGLES AND DousLes, Illustrated. Second Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo, 6s. net. THe ComMMON SENSE oF LAWN TENNIS. 
Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 5s. net. 

Tileston (Mary W.). DAILY STRENGTH FOR DAILY 
NEEDS. Twenty-ninth Edition. Medium 16mo, 3s. 6d. net. 


Underhill (Evelyn). MYSTICISM. A Study in the 


_ Nature and Development of Man’s Spiritual Consciousness. Tenth 
Edition. Demy 8vo, 15s. net. 


THE LIFE OF THE: SPIRIT AND THE. LIFE OF 
TO-DAY. Fourth Edition. Crown 8yo, 7s. 6d. net. 
Vardon (Harry) HOW TO PLAY GOLF. Illustrated. 


Eighteenth Edition. Crown 8vo, 5s. net. 


MESSRS. METHUEN’S PUBLICATIONS 7 


Waterhouse (Elizabeth), A LITTLE BOOK OF LIFE 
AND DEATH. Selected and Arranged. Twenty-second Edition. 
Small Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net; paper, 1s. 6d. net. 


Wilde (Oscar), THE WORKS OF OSCAR WILDE. 


Sixteen Volumes. Fcap. 8vo, each 6s. 6d. net. Some also Fcap. 
8vo, 2s. net. 
I. Lorp ArtTHUR SAVILE’S CRIME AND THE PORTRAIT OF Mr. 
H. wu. Tue Dvucness or Papua. wi. Porms. tv. Lapy 
WINDERMERE’S Fan. v. A WoMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE. VI. 
An IpEAL HusBAND. vil. THe IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST. 
viz. A Hovuskt oF POMEGRANATES. IX. INTENTIONS. xX. Dz 
PROFUNDIS AND Prison Letters. xi. ESSAYS. xII. SALOME, 
A FLorENTINE TRAGEDY, AND LA SAINTE CoURTISANE. xu. A 
Critic IN PALL MALL. XIV. SELECTED ProszE oF Oscar WILDE. 
xv. ArT AND DECORATION. XVI. For Love or THe Kinc: A 
Burmese Masque (5s. net). 


A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES. Illustrated. Crown 


4to, 21s. net. 


Wilding (Anthony F.), Lawn Tennis Champion 1910-1911. 


ON THE COURT AND OFF. _Iilustrated. Eighth Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. net. 


Young (E. Hilton) BY SEA AND LAND. Illustrated. 


Crown 8vo. tos. 6d. net. 


The Antiquary’s Books 
Illustrated. Demy 8vo, ros. 6d. net each volume 


ANCIENT PAINTED GLASS IN ENGLAND; ARCH#OLOGY AND Farsr ANTI- 
guiTies; THE Britis or ENGLAND; Tue Brassres oF ENGLAND} 
CHURCHWARDENS’ Accounts; THE Domespay Ingurst; THE 
CasTLES AND WALLED Towns oF ENGLAND; ENGLISH CHURCH 
FurRNITURE; EncGiisH Monastic Lirt; EnciisH SEALS; FoLK-Lore 
AS AN HISTORICAL SCIENCE; THE GILDS AND COMPANIES OF LONDON; 
THE HERMITS AND ANCHORITES OF ENGLAND; THE MANOR AND 
MANoRIAL REcorRDS; THE Mrpi#vaL HospiTAts oF ENGLAND; 
OLp ENGLISH INSTRUMENTS OF Music; OLp ENGLISH LIBRARIES; 
OxLp SERVICE Books oF THE ENGLISH CHURCH; PARISH LIFE IN 
MEDILZVAL ENGLAND; THE ParISH REGISTERS OF ENGLAND; 
REMAINS OF THE PREHISTORIC AGE IN ENGLAND; THE RoMAN ERA 
IN BRITAIN; ROMANO-BRITISH BUILDINGS AND EARTHWORKS; THE 
RoyaL Forests oF ENGLAND; THE ScHooLs oF MrEpI#vAL EnG- 
LAND ; SHRINES OF Britisu SAINTS. 


The Arden Shakespeare 
Demy 8vo, 6s. net each volume 
An edition of Shakespeare in Single Plays. Edited with 
a full Introduction, Textual Notes, and a Commentary at 
the foot of the page. The edition is now complete in 
thirty-nine volumes. 
Classics of Art 

Edited by Dr. J. H. W. Laine 

Illustrated. Wide Royal 8vo, from 15s. net to £3, 3s. net. 


Tue ArT OF THE GREEKS; THE ART OF THE ROMANS; CHARDIN; 
DONATELLO ; FLORENTINE SCULPTORS ; GEORGE ROMNEY ; GHIRLANDAIO 3 
LAWRENCE; MICHELANGELO; RAPHAEL; REMBRANDT’S PAINTINGS; 
RuBENS; SANDRO Borricert1; Tintorsetto; Titian; ‘LuRNER’S 
SKETCHES AND DRAWINGS ; VELAZQUEZ. 
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The * Complete ’’ Series 
Illustrated. Demy 8vo, from 5s. net to 18s. net. 


THe CompreTE AIRMAN; THE CoMPLETE AMATEUR BOXER; THE 
CompLetTE ATHLETIC TRAINER; THE COMPLETE BILLIARD PLAYER; 
THE CoMPLETE Cook; THE COMPLETE FOXHUNTER; THE COMPLETE 
Go.Lrer; THE COMPLETE HocKEy PLAYER; THE COMPLETE HORSEMAN; 
THE COMPLETE JUJITSUAN (Crown 8vo) ; THE COMPLETE LAWN TENNIS 
PLAYER; THE CoMPLETE Motorist; THE COMPLETE MOUNTAINEER ; 
Tue CoMPLETE OARSMAN; THE COMPLETE PHOTOGRAPHER; THE 
ComPLeTeE RuGBy FoorTBaLuer ; THE CoMPLETE SHOT; THE COMPLETE 
SwimmMER; Tue CompLeTeE YACHTSMAN. 


The Connoisseur’s Library 
Illustrated. Wide Royal 8vo, 31s. 6d. net. 


EnGLIsH CoLourED Booxs; Ertcnuincs; EuropEAN ENAMELS; FINE 
Booxs; Gass; GOLDSMITHS’ AND SILVERSMITHS’ Worx; IL.Lu- 
MINATED MANUSCRIPTS; IvoRIES; JEWELLERY; MszzorinTs ; MINIA- 
TURES ; PORCELAIN; SEALS; Woop SCULPTURE, 


Eight Books by R. S. Surtees | 


With the original Illustrations in Colour by J. Lercu and 
others. 


Fcap. 8vo, 6s. net and 7s. 6d. net. 


Asx Mamma; Hanpiey Cross; Hawsuck GRANGE; HILLINGDON HALL; 
ORROCKS’S JAUNTS AND JOLLITIES; MR. SPONGE’S SPORTING TOUR; 
Irn. Facey Romrorp’s Hounps; PLAIN OR RINGLETS? 


Plays 
Feap. 8vo, 3s. 6d. net. 


Kismet; Mrirestones; AN IpEaL Huspanp; THE Ware Caszr; 
GENERAL Post; THE GREAT ADVENTURE; THE HONEYMOON; 
Across THE BorRDER (Crown 8vo) ; THE SAME STAR. 


Fiction 


Novels by Ricwarp Bacort, H. C. Bartey, ARNOLD BENNETT, G. A. 
BIRMINGHAM, MARjoRIE Bowen, Epcar Rick Burrovucus, G. K. CuEs- 
TERTON, JOSEPH ConrRAD, DorotHy Conyers, Marie CoRELLI, BEATRICE 
HARRADEN, R. S. Hicuens, AntHOoNy Hops, W. W. Jacoss, E. V. Lucas, 
STEPHEN McKenna, Lucas Maret, A. E. W. Mason, W. B. MaxweE t, 
ARTHUR MorRRISON, JOHN OXENHAM, SIR GILBERT PARKER, ALICE PERRIN, 
EpEN PuiLtports, RicHARD Pryce, “Q,” W. Petr Ripce, H. G. WELLs, 
C.N. and A. M. WiLiramson, and P. G. WopEHOUSE. 


A Complete List can be obtained on application. 


Methuen’s Half-Crown and Two Shilling Series 


These are series of copyright books—fiction and general literature— 
which have been such a popular success. If you obtain lists of them 
you will see that they contain more books by distinguished writers than 
any other series. You will find the volumes at all booksellers and on all 
tailway bookstalls. 


ELa4 


aa 
AGEs 
“ith i Et 

fis a 


qs 


iy i 

Wont Sp ate 
Raat tevt 

nels ari 
Ppt Ee 
ca 


aT 


Poa te 
apaeens 
Ex he F ah 


aa 
aa 


ies 
reed 


speci 
ppshesa 


